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£e/avo{  a^ETrfs,  o  Si  xvffpbos  <*%o?  otpeM. ei. 

Virtuous  love  is  honourable,  but  lust  increaseth  sorrow. 

When  i  consider  the  false  impressions  which  are 
received  by  the  generality  of  the  world,  I  am  trou¬ 
bled  at  none  more  than  a  certain  levity  of  thought, 
which  many  young  women  of  quality  have  enter¬ 
tained,  to  the  hazard  of  their  characters,  and  the 
certain  misfortune  of  their  lives.  The  first  of  the 
following  letters  may  best  represent  the  faults  I 
would  now  point  at  ;  and  the  answer  to  it,  the  temper 
of  mind  in  a  contrary  character. 

‘  MY  DEAR  HARRIOT, 

4  If  thou  art  she,  but  oh  how  fallen,  how 
changed,  what  an  apostate  !  how  lost  to  all  that  is 
gay  and  agreeable!  To  be  married  I  find  is  to  be 
buried  alive  ;  I  cannot  conceive  it  more  dismal  to  be 
shut  up  in  a  vault  to  converse  with  the  shades  of  my 
ancestors,  than  to  be  carried  down  to  an  old  manor- 
house  in  the  country,  and  confined  to  the  conversa 
tion  of  a  sober  husband,  and  an  awkward  chamber¬ 
maid.  For  variety  I  suppose  you  may  entertain 
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yourself  with  madam  in  her  grogram  gown,  the 
spouse  of  your  parish  vicar,  who  has  by  this  time,  I 
am  sure,  well  furnished  you  with  receipts  for  making 
salves  and  possets,  distilling  cordial  waters,  making 
syrups,  and  applying  poultices. 

‘  Blest  solitude  !  I  wish  thee  joy,  my  dear,  of  thy 
loved  retirement,  which  indeed  you  would  persuade 
me  is  very  agreeable,  and  different  enough  from  what 
I  have  here  described  :  but,  child,  I  am  afraid  thy 
brains  are  a  little  disordered  with  romances  and 
novels.  After  six  months  marriage  to  hear  thee  talk 
of  love,  and  paint  the  country  scenes  so  softly,  is  a 
little  extravagant;  one  would  think  you  lived  the  lives 
of  sylvan  deities,  or  roved  among  the  walks  of  Para¬ 
dise,  like  the  first  happy  pair.  But  pray  thee  leave 
these  whimsies,  and  come  to  town  in  order  to  live, 
and  talk  like  other  mortals.  However,  as  I  am  ex¬ 
tremely  interested  in  your  reputation,  I  would  will¬ 
ingly  give  you  a  httle  good  advice  at  your  first  ap¬ 
pearance  under  the  character  of  a  married  woman. 
It  is  a  little  insolent  in  me,  perhaps,  to  advise  amatron ; 
but  I  am  so  afraid  you  will  make  so  silly  a  figure  as 
a  fond  wife,  that  I  cannot  help  warning  you  not  to 
appear  in  any  public  places  with  your  husband,  and 
never  to  saunter  about  St.  James’s  Park  together  :  if 
you  presume  to  enter  the  ring  at  Hyde  Park  toge¬ 
ther,  you  are  ruined  for  ever  ;  nor  must  you  take  the 
least  notice  of  one  another  at  the  playhouse,  or  opera, 
unless  you  would  be  laughed  at  for  a  very  loving- 
couple,  most  happily  paired  in  the  yoke  of  wedlock. 

,  I  would  recommend  the  example  of  an  acquaintance 
of  ours  to  your  imitation ;  she  is  the  most  negligent 
and  fashionable  wife  in  the  world  ;  she  is  hardly  ever 
seen  in  the  same  place  with  her  husband,  and  if  they 
happen  to  meet,  you  would  think  them  perfect  stran¬ 
gers  ;  she  was  never  heard  to  name  him  in  his  ab¬ 
sence,  and  takes  care  he  shall  never  be  the  subject  of 
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any  discourse  that  she  has  a  share  in.  I  hope  you  will 
propose  this  lady  as  a  pattern,  though  I  am  very 
much  afraid  you  will  be  so  silly  to  think  Portia,  &c. 
Sabine  and  Roman  wives,  much  brighter  examples. 
I  wish  it  may  never  come  into  your  head  to  imitate 
those  antiquated  creatures  so  far  as  to  come  into  pub¬ 
lic  in  the  habit,  as  well  as  air,  of  a  Roman  matron. 
You  make  already  the  entertainment  at  Mrs.  Mo¬ 
dish’s  tea-table  :  she  says,  she  always  thought  you  a 
discreet  person,  and  qualified  to  manage  a  family 
with  admirable  prudence  ;  she  dies  to  see  what  de¬ 
mure  and  serious  airs  wedlock  has  given  you,  but 
she  says,  she  shall  never  forgive  your  choice  of  so 
gallant  a  man  as  Ballamour  to  transform  him  into  a 
mere  sober  husband  ;  it  was  unpardonable.  You 
see,  my  dear,  we  all  envy  your  happiness,  and  no 
person  more  than 

‘  Your  humble  servant, 

‘  LYDIA.’ 


*  Be  not  in  pain,  good  madam,  for  my  appear¬ 
ance  in  town ;  I  shall  frequent  no  public  places,  or 
make  any  visits  where  the  character  of  a  modest 
wife  is  ridiculous.  As  for  your  wild  raillery  on  ma¬ 
trimony,  it  is  all  hypocrisy  ;  you,, and  all  the  hand¬ 
some  young  women  of  your  acquaintance,  shew  your¬ 
selves  to  no  other  purpose,  than  to  gain  a  conquest 
over  some  man  of  worth,  in  order  to  bestow  your 
charms  and  fortune  on  him.  There  is  no  indecency 
in  the  confession ;  the  design  is  modest  and  honour¬ 
able,  and  all  your  affectation  cannot  disguise  it. 

‘  I  am  married,  and  have  no  other  concern  but  to 
please  the  man  I  love ;  he  is  the  end  of  every  care  I 
have  ;  if  I  dress,  it  is  for  him ;  if  I  read  a  poem,  or 
a  play,  it  is  to  qualify  myself  for  a  conversation 
agreeable  to  his  taste  :  he  is  almost  the  end  of  my 
devotions  ;  half  my  prayers  are  for  his  happiness 
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I  love  to  talk  of  him,  and  never  hear  him  named  but 
with  pleasure  and  emotion.  I  am  your  friend,  and 
wish  you  happiness,  but  am  sorry  to  see,  by  the  air  of 
your  letter,  that  there  are  a  set  of  women  who  are 
got  into  the  common-place  raillery  of  every  thing 
that  is  sober,  decent,  and  proper :  matrimony  and 
the  clergy  are  the  topics  of  people  of  little  wit,  and 
no  understanding.  I  own  to  you,  I  have  learned  of 
the  vicar’s  wife  all  you  tax  me  with.  She  is  a  dis¬ 
creet,  ingenious,  pleasant,  pious  woman  ;  I  wish  she 
had  the  handling  of  you  and  Mrs.  Modish ;  you 
would  find,  if  you  were  too  free  with  her,  she  would 
soon  make  you  as  charming  as  ever  you  were ;  she 
would  make  you  blush  as  much  as  if  you  never  had 
been  fine  ladies.  The  vicar,  madam,  is  so  kind  as 
to  visit  my  husband,  and  his  agreeable  conversation 
has  brought  him  to  enjoy  many  sober  happy  hours 
when  even  I  am  shut  out,  and  my  dear  master  is  en¬ 
tertained  only  with  his  own  thoughts.  These  things, 
dear  madam,  will  be  lasting  satisfactions,  when  the 
fine  ladies,  and  the  coxcombs,  by  whom  they  form 
themselves,  are  irreparably  ridiculous,  ridiculous  in 
old  age.  ‘  I  am,  madam, 

,  ‘  Your  most  humble  servant, 

‘  MARY  HOME.' 


‘  DEAR  MR.  SPECTATOR, 

‘  You  have  no  goodness  in  the  world,  and  are 
not  in  earnest  in  any  thing  you  say  that  is  serious,  if 
you  do  not  send  me  a  plain  answer  to  this.  I  hap¬ 
pened  some  days  past  to  be  at  the  play,  where,  dur¬ 
ing  the  time  of  the  performance,  I  could  not  keep  my 
eyes  off  from  a  beautiful  young  creature  who  sat 
just  before  me,  and  who,  I  have  been  since  informed, 
has  no  fortune.  I  would  utterly  ruin  my  reputation 
for  discretion  to  marry  such  a  one,  and  by  what  I 
can  learn  she  has  a  character  of  great  modesty,  so 
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lhat  there  is  nothing  to  be  thought  on  any  other  way. 
My  mind  has  ever  since  been  so  wholly  bent  on  her, 
that  1  am  much  in  danger  of  doing  something  very 
extravagant,  without  your  speedy  advice  to, 

‘  SIR, 

‘  Your  most  humble  servant.’ 


I  am  sorry  I  cannot  answer  this  impatient  gentle¬ 
man,  but  by  another  question. 


'  ‘  DEAR  CORRESPONDENT, 

‘  Would  you  marry  to  please  other  people, 
or  yourself?’ 

T. 


N°  255.  SATURDAY,  DECEMBER  22,  1711. 


I.audui  amove  twnes  ?  sunt  certa  piacula,  qua;  tc 
Ter  /jure  lecto  poterunt  recreate  libello.  s 

Hor.  Ep.  1.  lib  i.  ver.  36. 

[imitated.] 

Know  there  are  rhymes,  which  (fresh  and  fresh  apply’d) 
Will  cure  the  arrant’st  puppy  of  his  pride. 

Pope. 

T h  e  soul,  considered  abstractedly  from  its  passions, 
is  of  a  remiss  and  sedentary  nature,  slow  in  its  re¬ 
solves,  and  languishing  in  its  executions.  The  use 
therefore  of  the  passions  is  to  stir  it  up,  and  to  put  it 
upon  action,  to  awaken  the  understanding,  to  en¬ 
force  the  will,  and  to  make  the  whole  man  more  vi¬ 
gorous  and  attentive  in  "the  prosecution  of  his 


SPECTATOR. 


6 


N°  255 


designs.  As  this  is  the  end  of  the  passions  in  gene¬ 
ral,  so  it  is  particularly  of  ambition,  which  pushes 
the  soul  to  such  actions  as  are  apt  to  procure  honour 
and  reputation  to  the  actor.  But  if  we  carry  our 
reflections  higher,  we  may  discover  farther  ends  of 
Providence  in  implanting  this  passion  in  mankind. 

It  was  necessary  for  the  world,  that  arts  should 
be  invented  and  improved,  books  written  and  trans¬ 
mitted  to  posterity,  nations  conquered  and  civilized 
Now  since  the  proper  and  genuine  motives  to  these, 
and  the  like  great  actions,  would  only  influence  vir¬ 
tuous  minds ;  there  would  be  but  small  improve¬ 
ments  in  the  world,  were  there  not  some  common 
principle  of  action  working  equally  with  all  men. 
And  such  a  principle  is  ambition,  or  a  desire  of  fame, 
by  which  great  endowments  are  not  suffered  to  lie 
idle  and  useless  to  the  public,  and  many  vicious  men 
are  over-reached,  as  it  were,  and  engaged  contrary 
to  their  natural  inclinations, in  a  glorious  andlauda- 
ble  course  of  action.  For  we  may  farther  observe, 
that  men  of  the  greatest  abilities  are  most  fired  with 
ambition  ;  and  that,  on  the  contrary,  mean  and 
narrow  minds  are  the  least  actuated  by  it :  whether 
it  be  that  a  man’s  sense  of  his  own  incapacities 
makes  him  despair  of  coming  at  fame,  or  that  he  has 
not  enough  range  of  thought  to  look  out  for  any 
good  which  does  not  more  immediately  relate  to  his 
interest  or  convenience  ;  or  that  Providence,  in  the 
very  frame  of  his  soul,  would  not  subject  him  to 
such  a  passion  as  would  be  useless  to  the  world, 
and  a  torment  to  himself. 

Were  not  this  desire  of  fame  very  strong,  the  dif¬ 
ficulty  of  obtaining  it,  and  the  danger  of  losing  it 
■when  obtained,  would  be  sufficient  to  deter  a  man 
from  so  vain  a  pursuit. 

How  few  are  there  who  are  furnished  with  abili¬ 
ties  sufficient  to  recommend  their  actions  to  the  ad- 
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miration  of  the  world,  and  to  distinguish  themselves 
from  the  rest  of  mankind?  Providence  for  the  most 
part  sets  us  upon  a  level,  and  observes  a  kind  of  pro¬ 
portion  in  its  dispensations  towards  us.  If  it  renders 
us  perfect  in  one  accomplishment,  it  generally  leaves 
us  defective  in  another,  and  seems  careful  rather  of 
preserving  every  person  from  being  mean  and  de¬ 
ficient  in  his  qualifications,  than  of  making  any  sin¬ 
gle  one  eminent  or  extraordinary. 

Among  those  who  are  the  most  richly  endowed  by 
nature,  and  accomplished  by  their  own  industry,  how 
few  are  there  whose  virtues  are  not  obscured  by  the 
ignorance, prejudice,  or  envy  of  their  beholders !  Some 
men  cannot  discern  between  a  noble  and  a  mean 
action.  Others  are  apt  to  attribute  them  to  some 
false  end  or  intention ;  and  others  purposely  misre¬ 
present,  or  put  a  wrong  interpretation  on  them.  But 
the  more  to  enforce  this  consideration,  we  may  ob¬ 
serve,  that  those  are  generally  most  unsuccessful  in 
their  pursuits  after  fame,  who  are  most  desirous  of 
obtaining  it.  It  is  Sallust’s  remark  upon  Cato,  that 
the  less  he  coveted  glory,  the  more  he  acquired 
it.# 

Men  take  an  ill-natured  pleasure  in  crossing  our 
inclinations,  and  disappointing  us  in  what  our  hearts 
are  most  set  upon.  When  therefore  they  have  dis¬ 
covered  the  passionate  desire  of  fame  in  the  ambi¬ 
tious  man,  (as  no  temper  of  mind  is  more  apt  to 
shew  itself)  they  become  sparing  and  reserved  in 
their  commendations,  they  envy  him  the  satisfaction 
of  an  applause,  and  look  on  their  praises  rather  as 
a  kindness  done  to  his  person,  than  as  a  tribute  paid 
to  his  merit.  Others  who  are  free  from  this  natural 
perverseness  of  temper,  grow  wary  in  their  praises 
of  one  who  sets  too  great  a  value  on  them,  lest  they 


/ 
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should  raise  him  too  high  in  his  own  imagination, 
and  by  consequence  remove  him  to  a  greater  dis¬ 
tance  from  themselves. 

But  further,  this  desire  of  fame  naturally  betrays 
the  ambitious  man  into  such  indecencies  as  are  a  les¬ 
sening  to  his  reputation.  He  is  still  afraid  lest  any 
of  his  actions  should  be  thrown  away  in  private,  lest 
his  deserts  should  be  concealed  from  the  notice  of 
the  world,  or  receive  any  disadvantage  from  the  re¬ 
ports  which  others  make  of  them.  This  often  sets 
him  on  empty  boasts  and  ostentations  of  himself, 
and  betrays  him  into  vain  fantastical  recitals  of  his 
own  performances.  His  discourse  generally  leans 
one  way,  and,  whatever  is  the  subject  of  it,  tends 
obliquely  either  to  the  detracting  from  others,  or  to 
the  extolling  of  himself.  Vanity  is  the  natural  weak¬ 
ness  of  an  ambitious  man,  which  exposes  him  to  the 
secret  scorn  and  derision  of  those  he  converses 
with,  and  ruins  the  character  he  is  so  industrious  to 
advance  by  it.  For  though  his  actions  are  never  so 
glorious,  they  lose  their  lustre  when  they  are  drawn 
at  large,  and  set  to  show  by  his  own  hand  ;  and  as 
the  world  is  more  apt  to  find  fault  than  to  commend, 
the  boast  will  probably  be  censured,  when  the  great 
action  that  occasioned  it  is  forgotten. 

Besides,  this  very  desire  of  fame  is  looked  on  as  a 
meanness  and  imperfection  in  the  greatest  character. 
A  solid  and  substantial  greatness  of  soul  looks  down, 
with  a  generous  neglect,  on  the  censure  and  ap¬ 
plauses  of  the  multitude,  and  places  a  man  beyond 
the  little  noise  and  strife  of  tongues.  Accordingly 
we  find  in  ourselves  a  secret  awe  and  veneration  for 
the  character  of  one  who  moves  above  us,  in  a  re¬ 
gular  and  illustrious  course  of  virtue,  without  any 
regard  to  our  good  or  ill  opinions  of  him,  to  our 
reproaches  or  commendations.  As  on  tire  contrary 
it  is  usual  for  us,  when  we  would  take  off  from  the 


SPECTATOR. 


N°  256. 


9 


fame  and  reputation  of  an  action,  to  ascribe  it  to  vain¬ 
glory  and  a  desire  of  fame  in  the  actor.  Nor  is  this 
common  judgment  and  opinion  of  mankind  ill-found¬ 
ed  :  for  certainly  it  denotes  no  great  bravery  of 
mind,  to  be  worked  up  to  any  noble  action  by  so 
selfish  a  motive,  and  to  do  that  out  of  a  desire  of 
fame,  which  we  could  not  be  prompted  to  by  a  dis¬ 
interested  love  to  mankind,  or  by  a  generous  pas¬ 
sion  for  the  glory  of  him  who  made  us. 

Thus  is  fame  a  thing  difficult  to  be  obtained  by 
all,  but  particularly  by  those  who  thirst  after  it,  since 
most  men  have  so  much  either  of  ill-nature,  or  of 
wariness,  as  not  to  gratify  or  soothe  the  vanity  of  the 
ambitious  man ;  and  since  this  very  thirst  after  fame 
naturally  betrays  him  into  such  indecencies  as  are 
a  lessening  to  his  reputation,  and  is  itself  looked 
upon  as  a  weakness  in  the  greatest  characters. 

In  the  next  place,  fame  is  easily  lost,  and  as  diffi¬ 
cult  to  be  preserved  as  it  was  at  first  to  be  acquired. 
But  this  I  shall  make  the  subject  of  a  following 
paper.  C. 
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<1 yap  rl  ttay.'n  iciKtreu'  y.itpri  /An  aupat 
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Hesiod. 

Fame  is  an  ill  you  may  with  ease  obtain, 

A  sad  oppression,  to  be  borne  with  pain. 


There  are  many  passions  and  tempers  of  mind 
which  naturally  dispose  us  to  depress  and  vilify  the 
merit  of  one  rising  in  the  esteem  of  mankind.  All 
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those  who  made  their  entrance  into  the  world  with 
the  same  advantages,  and  were  once  looked  on  as  his 
equals,  are  apt  to  think  the  fame  of  his  merits  a  re¬ 
flection  on  their  own  indeserts ;  and  will  therefore 
take  care  to  reproach  him  with  the  scandal  of  some 
past  action,  or  derogate  from  the  worth  of  the  pre¬ 
sent,  that  they  may  still  keep  him  on  the  same  level 
with  themselves.  The  like  kind  of  consideration 
often  stirs  up  the  envy  of  such  as  were  once  his  supe¬ 
riors,  who  think  it  a  detraction  from  their  merit  to 
see  another  get  ground  upon  them,  and  overtake 
them  in  the  pursuits  of  glory  ;  and  will  therefore  en¬ 
deavour  to  sink  his  reputation,  that  they  may  the  bet¬ 
ter  preserve  their  own.  Those  who  were  once  his 
equals  envy  and  defame  him,  because  they  now 
see  him  their  superior;  and  those  who  were  once 
his  superiors,  because  they  look  upon  him  as  their 
equal. 

But  farther,  a  man  whose  extraordinary  reputation 
thus  lifts  him  up  to  the  notice  and  observation  of 
mankind,  draws  a  multitude  of  eyes  upon  him,  that 
will  narrowly  inspect  every  part  of  him,  consider 
him  nicely  in  all  views,  and  not  be  a  little  pleased 
when  they  have  taken  him  in  the  worst  and  most  dis¬ 
advantageous  light.  There  are  many  who  find  a  plea¬ 
sure  in  contradicting  the  common  reports  of  fame, 
and  in  spreading  abroad  the  weaknesses  of  an  ex¬ 
alted  character.  They  publish  their  ill-natured  disco¬ 
veries  with  a  secret  pride,  and  applaud  themselves  for 
the  singularity  of  their  judgment,  whichhas  searched 
deeper  than  others,  detected  what  the  rest  of  the 
world  have  overlooked,  and  found  a  flaw  in  what  the 
generality  of  mankind  admires.  Others  there  are  who 
proclaim  the  errors  and  infirmities  of  a  great  man  with 
an  inward  satisfaction  and  complacency,  if  they  dis¬ 
cover  none  of  the  like  errors  and  infirmities  in  them¬ 
selves  ;  for  while  they  are  exposing  another’s  weak- 
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nesses,  they  are  tacitly  aiming  at  their  own  commen¬ 
dations,  who  are  not  subject  to  the  like  infirmities,  and 
are  apt  to  be  transported  with  a  secret  kind  of  vanity, 
to  see  themselves  superior,  in  some  respects,  to  one 
of  a  sublime  and  celebrated  reputation.  Nay,  it  very 
oftenhappens,  that  none  are  more  industrious  in  pub¬ 
lishing  the  blemishes  of  an  extraordinary  reputation, 
than  such  as  lie  open  to  the  same  censures  in  their 
own  characters,  as  either  hoping  to  excuse  their  own 
defects  by  the  authority  of  so  high  an  example,  or  to 
raise  an  imaginary  applause  to  themselves,  for  resem¬ 
bling  a  person  of  an  exalted  reputation,  though  in  the 
blameable  parts  of  his  character.  If  all  these  secret 
springs  of  detraction  fail,  yet  very  often  a  vain  osten¬ 
tation  of  wit  sets  a  man  on  attacking  an  established 
name,  and  sacrificing  it  to  the  mirth  and  laughter  of 
those  about  him.  A  satire  or  a  libel  on  one  of  the 
common  stamp,  never  meets  with  that  reception  and 
approbation  among  its  readers,  as  what  is  aimed  at  a 
person  whose  merit  places  him  upon  an  eminence,  and 
gives  him  a  more  conspicuous  figure  among  men. 
Whether  it  be,  that  we  think  it  shews  greater  art 
to  expose  and  turn  to  ridicule  a  man  whose  charac¬ 
ter  seems  so  improper  a  subject  for  it,  or  that  we 
are  pleased,  by  some  implicit  kind  of  revenge,  to  see 
him  taken  dowiiand  humbled  in  his  reputation,  and 
in  some  measure  reduced  to  our  own  rank,  who  had 
so  far  raised  himself  above  us,  in  the  reports  and 
opinions  of  mankind. 

Thus  we  see  how  many  dark  and  intricate  motives 
there  are  to  detraction  and  defamation,  and  how 
many  malicious  spies  are  searching  into  the  actions  of 
a  great  man,  who  is  not,  always,  the  best  prepared 
for  so  narrow  an  inspection.  For  we  may  generally 
observe,  that  our  admiration  of  a  famous  man  lessens 
upon  our  nearer  acquaintance  with  him :  and  that  we 
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seldom  hear  the  description  of  a  celebrated  person, 
without  a  catalogue  of  some  notorious  weaknesses 
and  infirmities.  The  reason  may  be,  because  any 
little  slip  is  more  conspicuous  and  observable  in 
his  conduct  than  in  another’s,  as  it  is  not  of  a  piece 
with  the  rest  of  his  character ;  or  because  it  is  im¬ 
possible  for  a  man  at  the  same  time  to  be  attentive 
to  the  more  important  part  of  his  life,  and  to  keep 
a  watchful  eye  over  all  the  inconsiderable  circum¬ 
stances  of  his  behaviour  and  conversation  ;  or  be¬ 
cause,  as  we  have  before  observed,  the  same  tem¬ 
per  of  mind  which  inclines  us  to  a  desire  of  fame, 
naturally  betrays  us  into  such  slips  and  unwari¬ 
nesses,  as  are  not  incident  to  men  of  a  contrary  dis¬ 
position. 

After  all,  it  must  be  confessed,  that  a  noble  and 
triumphant  merit  often  breaks  through  and  dissi¬ 
pates  these  little  spots  and  sullies  in  its  reputation ; 
but  if  by  a  mistaken  pursuit  after  fame,  or  through 
human  infirmity,  any  false  step  be  made  in  the  more 
momentous  concerns  of  life,  the  whole  scheme  of 
ambitious  designs  is  broken  and  disappointed.  The 
smaller  stains  and  blemishes  may  die  away  and  dis¬ 
appear  amidst  the  brightness  that  surrounds  them ; 
but  a  blot  of  a  deeper  nature  casts  a  shade  on  all 
the  other  beauties,  and  darkens  the  whole  character. 
How  difficult  therefore  is  it  to  preserve  a  great 
name,  when  he  that  has  acquired  it  is  so  obnoxious 
to  such  little  weaknesses  and  infirmities  as  are  no 
small  diminution  to  it  when  discovered  ;  especially 
when  they  are  so  industriously  proclaimed,  and  ag¬ 
gravated  by  such  as  were  once  his  superiors  or 
equals  ;  by  such  as  would  set  to  show  their  judg¬ 
ment,  or  their  wit,  and  by  such  as  are  guilty,  or 
innocent  of  the  same  slips  or  misconducts  in  their 
own  behaviour ! 
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Butwere  there  none  of  these  dispositions  in  others 
to  censure  a  famous  man,  nor  any  such  miscarriages 
in  himself,  yet  would  he  meet  with  no  small  trouble 
in  keeping  up  his  reputation,  in  all  its  height  and 
splendor.  There  must  be  always  a  noble  train  of 
actions  to  preserve  his  fame  in  life  and  motion.  For 
when  it  is  once  at  a  stand,  it  naturally  flags  and  lan¬ 
guishes.  Admiration  is  a  very  short-lived  passion, 
that  immediately  decays  upon  growing  familiar  with 
its  object,  unless  it  be  still  fed  with  fresh  discoveries, 
and  kept  alive  by  a  new  perpetual  succession  of  mi¬ 
racles  rising  up  to  its  view.  And  even  the  greatest 
actions  of  a  celebrated  person  labour  under  this  dis¬ 
advantage,  that,  however  surprising  and  extraordi¬ 
nary  they  may  be,  they  are  no  more  than  what  are 
expected  from  him ;  but  on  the  contrary,  if  they  fall 
any  thing  below  the  opinion  that  is  conceived  of  him, 
though  they  might  raise  the  reputation  of  another, 
they  are  a  diminution  to  his. 

One  would  think  there  should  be  something  won¬ 
derfully  pleasing  in  the  possession  of  fame,  that,  not¬ 
withstanding  all  these  mortifying  considerations,  can 
engage  a  man  in  so  desperate  a  pursuit ;  and  yet  rf 
we  consider  the  little  happiness  that  attends  a  great 
character,  and  the  multitude  of  disquietudes  to  which 
the  desire  of  it  subjects  an  ambitious  mind,  one  would 
be  still  the  more  surprised  to  see  so  many  restless 
candidates  for  glory. 

Ambition  raises  a  secret  tumult  in  the  soul ;  it  in¬ 
flames  the  mind,  and  puts  it  into  a  violent  hurry  of 
thought.  It  is  still  reaching  after  an  empty  ima¬ 
ginary  good,  that  has  not  in  it  the  power  to  abate  or 
satisfy  it.  Most  other  things  we  long  for,  can  allay 
the  cravings  of  their  proper  sense,  and  for  a  while  set 
the  appetite  at  rest :  but  fame  is  a  good  so  wholly 
foreign  to  our  natures,  that  we  have  no  faculty  in 
the  soul  adapted  to  it,  nor  any  organ  in  the  body  to 
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relish  it :  an  object  of  desire,  placed  out  of  the  pos¬ 
sibility  of  fruition.  It  may  indeed  fill  the  mind  for 
a  while  with  a  giddy  kind  of  pleasure,  but  it  is  such 
a  pleasure  as  makes  a  man  restless  and  uneasy  under 
it;  and  which  does  not  so  much  satisfy  the  present 
thirst,  as  it  excites  fresh  desires,  and  sets  the  soul  on 
new  enterprises.  For  how  few  ambitious  men  are 
there,  who  have  got  as  much  fame  as  they  desired, 
and  whose  thirst  after  it  has  not  been  as  eager  in  the 
very  height  of  their  reputation,  as  it  was  before  they 
became  known  and  eminent  among  men?  There 
is  not  any  circumstance  in  Caesar's  character  which 
gives  me  a  greater  idea  of  him,  than  a  saying  which 
Cicero  tells  us  he  frequently  made  use  of  in  private 
conversation,  ‘  That  he  was  satisfied  with  his  share 
of  life  and  fame.’  ‘  Se  satis  r el  ad  naluram,  vel  ad  glo- 
ritzm  riiissc.'  Many  indeed  have  given  over  their 
pursuit  after  fame,  but  that  has  proceeded  either 
from  the  disappointments  they  have  met  in  it,  or 
from  their  experience  of  the  little  pleasure  which 
attends  it,  or  from  the  better  informations  or  natural 
coldness  of  old  age  ;  but  seldom  from  a  full  satis¬ 
faction  and  acquiescence  in  their  present  enjoy¬ 
ments  of  it. 

Nor  is  fame  only  unsatisfying  in  itself,  but  the 
desire  of  it  lays  us  open  to  many  accidental  troubles 
which  those  are  free  from,  who  have  no  such  a  ten¬ 
der  resard  for  it.  How  often  is  the  ambitious  man 
cast  down  and  disappointed,  if  he  receives  no  praise 
where  he  expected  it  ?  Nay,  how  often  is  he  morti¬ 
fied  with  the  very  praises  he  receives,  if  they  do  not 
rise  so  high  as  he  thinks  they  ought ;  which  they 
seldom  do,  unless  increased  by  flattery,  since  few 
men  have  so  good  an  opinion  of  us  as  we  have  of 
ourselves  ?  But  if  the  ambitious  man  can  be  so  much 
griered  even  with  praise  itself,  how  will  he  be  able 
to  bear  up  under  scandal  and  defamation  ?  for  the 
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same  temper  of  mind  which  makes  him  desire  fame 
makes  him  hate  reproach.  If  he  can  be  transported 
with  the  extraordinary  praises  of  men,  he  will  be  as 
much  dejected  by  their  censures.  How  little  there¬ 
fore  is  the  happiness  of  an  ambitious  man,  who  gives 
every  one  a  dominion  over  it,  who  thus  subjects  him¬ 
self  to  the  good  or  ill  speeches  of  others,  and  puts  it 
in  the  power  of  every  malicious  tongue  to  throw  him 
into  a  fit  of  melancholy,  and  destroy  his  natural  rest 
and  repose  of  mind  ;  especially  when  we  consider 
that  the  world  is  more  apt  to  censure  than  applaud, 
and  himself  fuller  of  imperfections  than  virtues. 

We  may  further  observe,  that  such  a  man  will  be 
more  grieved  for  the  loss  of  fame,  than  he  could  have 
been  pleased  with  the  enjoyment  of  it.  For  though 
the  presence  of  this  imaginary  good  cannot  make  us 
happy,  the  absence  of  it  may  make  us  miserable : 
because  in  the  enjoyment  of  an  object  we  only  find 
that  share  of  pleasure  which  it  is  capable  of  giving 
us,  but  in  the  loss  of  it  we  do  not  proportion  our 
grief  to  the  real  value  it  bears,  but  to  the  value  our 
fancies  and  imaginations  set  upon  it. 

So  inconsiderable  is  the  satisfaction  that  fame 
brings  along  with  it,  and  so  great  the  disquietudes 
to  which  it  makes  us  liable.  The  desire  of  it  stirs 
up  very  uneasy  motions  in  the  mind,  and  is  rather 
inflamed  than  satisfied  by  the  presence  of  the  thing 
desired.  The  enjoyment  of  it  brings  but  very  little 
pleasure,  though  the  loss  or  want  of  it  be  very  sen- 

Isible  and  afflicting ;  and  even  this  little  happiness  is 
so  very  precarious,  that  it  wholly  depends  upon  the 
will  of  others.  We  are  not  only  tortured  by  the  re¬ 
proaches  which  are  offered  us,  but  are  disappointed 
by  the  silence  of  men  when  it  is  unexpected ;  and 
humbled  even  by  their  praises.  C. 

c  2 


16 


SPECTATOR. 


N°  257. 


N°  257.  TUESDAY,  DECEMBER  25,  1711. 


- -O vy^  cifsi  Aiog 

0$ IJyus  o  =r(  *xt  '5ratfW»  rzorai. 

Incert.  ex  Stob. 

No  slumber  seals  the  eve  of  Providence, 

Present  to  every  action  we  commence. 

That  I  might  not  lose  myself  upon  a  subject  of  so 
great  extent  as  that  of  fame,  I  have  treated  it  in  a 
particular  order  and  method.  I  have  first  of  all  con¬ 
sidered  the  reasons  why  Providence  may  have  im¬ 
planted  in  our  mind  such  a  principle  of  action.  I 
have  in  the  next  place  shewn  from  many  considera¬ 
tions,  first,  that  fame  is  a  thing  difficult  to  be  ob¬ 
tained,  and  easily  lost ;  secondly,  that  it  brings  the 
ambitious  man  very  little  happiness,  but  subjects  him 
to  much  uneasiness  and  dissatisfaction.  I  shall  in 
the  last  place  shew,  that  it  hinders  us  from  obtaining 
an  end  which  we  have  abilities  to  acquire,  and  which 
is  accompanied  with  fulness  of  satisfaction.  I  need 
not  tell  my  reader,  that  I  mean  by  this  end,  that  hap¬ 
piness  which  is  reserved  for  us  in  another  world, 
which  every  one  has  abilities  to  procure,  and  which 
will  bring  along  with  it  ‘  fulness  of  joy,  and  plea¬ 
sures  for  evermore.’ 

How  the  pursuit  after  fame  may  hinder  us  in  the 
attainment  of  this  great  end,  I  shall  leave  the  reader 
to  collect  from  the  three  following  considerations  : 

First,  Because  the  strong  desire  of  fame  breeds 
several  vicious  habits  in  the  mind. 

Secondly,  Because  many  of  those  actions,  which 
are  apt  to  procure  fame,  are  not  in  their  nature  con¬ 
ducive  to  this  our  ultimate  happiness. 


SPECTATOR. 


N°  257. 


17 


Thirdly,  Because  if  we  should  allow  the  same  ac¬ 
tions  to  be  the  proper  instruments,  both  of  acquiring  . 
fame,  and  of  procuring  this  happiness,  they  would 
nevertheless  fail  in  the  attainment  of  this  last  end,  if 
they  proceeded  from  a  desire  of  the  first. 

These  three  propositions  are  self-evident  to  those 
who  are  versed  in  speculations  of  morality.  For 
which  reason  I  shall  not  enlarge  upon  them,  but 
proceed  to  a  point  of  the  same  nature,  which  may 
open  to  us  a  more  uncommon  field  of  speculation. 

From  what  has  been  already  observed,  I  think  we 
may  make  a  natural  conclusion,  that  it  is  the  greatest 
folly  to  seek  the  praise  or  approbation  of  any  being, 
besides  the  Supreme,  and  that  for  these  two  reasons ; 
because  no  other  being  can  make  a  right  judgment 
of  us,  and  esteem  us  according  to  our  merits ;  and 
because  we  can  procure  no  considerable  benefit  or 
advantage  from  the  esteem  and  approbation  of  any 
other  being. 

In  the  first  place,  no  other  being  can  make  a  right 
judgment  of  us,  and  esteem  us  according  to  our  me¬ 
rits.  Created  beings  see  nothing  but  our  outside, 
and  can  therefore  only  frame  a  judgment  of  us  from 
our  exterior  actions  and  behaviour ;  but  how  unfit 
these  are  to  give  us  a  right  notion  of  each  other’s 
perfections,  may  appear  from  several  considerations. 
There  are  many  virtues,  which  in  their  own  nature 
are  incapable  of  any  outward  representation  ;  many 
silent  perfections  in  the  soul  of  a  good  man,  which 
are  great  ornaments  to  human  nature,  but  not  able 
to  discover  themselves  to  the  knowledge  of  others; 
they  are  transacted  in  private  without  noise  or  show, 
and  are  only  visible  to  the  great  Searcher  of  hearts. 
What  actions  can  express  the  entire  purity  of  thought 
which  refines  and  sanctifies  a  virtuous  man  ?  That 
secret  rest  and  contentedness  of  mind,  which  gives 
him  a  perfect  enjoyment  of  his  present  condition  ? 
c  3 
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That  inward  pleasure  and  complacency  which  he 
feels  in  doing  good  ?  That  delight  and  satisfaction 
which  he  takes  in  the  prosperity  and  happiness  of 
another  ?  These  and  the  like  virtues  are  the  hidden 
beauties  of  a  soul,  the  secret  graces  which  cannot  be 
discovered  by  a  mortal  eye,  but  make  the  soul  lovely 
and  precious  in  his  sight,  from  whom  no  secrets  are 
concealed.  Again,  there  are  many  virtues  which 
want  an  opportunity  of  exerting  and  shewing  them¬ 
selves  in  actions.  Every  virtue  requires  time  and 
place,  a  proper  object  and  a  fit  conjuncture  of  cir¬ 
cumstances,  for  the  due  exercise  of  it.  A  state  of 
poverty  obscures  all  the  virtues  of  liberality  and  mu¬ 
nificence.  The  patience  and  fortitude  of  a  martyr 
or  confessor  lie  concealed  in  the  flourishing  times  of 
Christianity.  Some  virtues  are  only  seen  in  afflic¬ 
tion,  and  some  in  prosperity  ;  some  in  a  private,  and 
others  in  a  public  capacity.  But  the  great  Sove¬ 
reign  of  the  world  beholds  every  perfection  in  its 
obscurity,  and  not  only  sees  what  we  do,  but  what 
we  would  do.  He  views  our  behaviour  in  every  con¬ 
currence  of  affairs,  and  sees  us  engaged  in  all  the 
possibilities  of  action.  He  discovers  the  martyr  and 
confessor  without  the  trial  offlames  and  tortures,  and 
will  hereafter  entitle  many  to  the  reward  of  actions, 
which  they  had  never  the  opportunity  of  perform¬ 
ing.  Another  reason  why  men  cannot  form  a  right 
judgment  of  us  is,  because  the  same  actions  may  be 
aimed  at  different  ends,  and  arise  from  quite  con¬ 
trary  principles.  Actions  are  of  so  mixt  a  nature, 
and  so  full  of  circumstances,  that  as  men  pry  into 
them  more  or  less,  or  observe  some  parts  more  than 
others,  they  take  different  hints,  and  put  contrary 
interpretations  on  them  ;  so  that  the  same  actions 
may  represent  a  man  as  hypocritical  and  designing 
to  one,  which  make  him  appear  a  saint  or  hero  to 
another.  He  therefore  who  looks  upon  the  soul 
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through  its  outward  actions,  often  sees  it  through  a 
deceitful  medium,  which  is  apt  to  discolour  and  per¬ 
vert  the  object :  so  that,  on  this  account  also,  he  is 
the  only  proper  judge  of  our  perfections,  who  does 
not  guess  at  the  sincerity  of  our  intentions  from  the 
goodness  of  our  actions,  but  weighs  the  goodness  of 
our  actions  by  the  sincerity  of  our  intentions. 

But  further,  it  is  impossible  for  outward  actions  to 
represent  the  perfections  of  the  soul,  because  they 
can  never  shew  the  strength  of  those  principles  from 
whence  they  proceed.  They  are  not  adequate  ex¬ 
pressions  of  our  virtues,  and  can  only  shew  us  what 
habits  are  in  the  soul,  without  discovering  the  degree 
and  perfection  of  such  habits.  They  are  at  best 
but  weak  resemblances  of  our  intentions,  faint  and 
imperfect  copies,  that  may  acquaint  us  with  the  ge¬ 
neral  design,  but  can  never  express  the  beauty  and 
life  of  the  original.  But  the  great  Judge  of  all  the 
earth  knows  every  different  state  and  degree  of 
human  improvement,  from  those  weak  stirrings  and 
tendencies  of  the  will  which  have  not  yet  formed 
themselves  into  regular  purposes  and  designs,  to  the 
last  entire  finishing  and  consummation  of  a  good 
habit.  He  beholds  the  first  imperfect  rudiments  of 
a  virtue  in  the  soul,  and  keeps  a  watchful  eye  over 
it  in  all  its  progress,  until  it  has  received  every  grace 
it  is  capable  of,  and  appears  in  its  full  beauty  and 
perfection.  Thus  we  see,  that  none  but  the  Su¬ 
preme  Being  can  esteem  us  according  to  our  proper 
merits,  since  all  others  must  judge  of  us  from  our 
outward  actions  ;  which  can  never  give  them  a  just 
estimate  of  us,  since  there  are  many  perfections  of  a 
man  which  are  not  capable  of  appearing  in  actions ; 
many  which,  allowing  no  natural  incapacity  of  shew¬ 
ing  themselves,  want  an  opportunity  of  doing  it;  or 
should  they  all  meet  with  an  opportunity  of  appear¬ 
ing  by  actions,  yet  those  actions  may  he  misinter- 


SPECTATOR. 


20 


N°  257. 


preted,  and  applied  to  wrong  principles:  or  though 
they  plainly  discovered  the  principles  from  whence 
they  proceeded,  they  could  never  shew  the  degree, 
strength,  and  perfection  of  those  principles. 

And  as  the  Supreme  Being  is  the  only  proper 
judge  of  our  perfections,  so  is  he  the  only  fit  re¬ 
warder  of  them.  This  is  a  consideration  that  comes 
home  to  our  interest,  as  the  other  adapts  itself  to 
our  ambition.  And  what  could  the  most  aspiring, 
or  the  most  selfish  man  desire  more,  were  he  to  form 
the  notion  of  a  Being  to  whom  he  would  recommend 
himself,  than  such  a  knowledge  as  can  discover  the 
least  appearance  of  perfection  in  him,  and  such  a 
goodness  as  will  proportion  a  reward  to  it? 

Let  the  ambitious  man  therefore  turn  all  his  de¬ 
sire  of  fame  this  way ;  and  that  he  may  propose  to 
himself  a  fame  worthy  of  his  ambition,  let  him  con¬ 
sider,  that  if  he  employs  his  abilities  to  the  best 
advantage,  the  time  will  come  when  the  Supreme 
Governor  of  the  world,  the  great  Judge  of  mankind, 
who  sees  every  degree  of  perfection  in  others,  and 
possesses  all  possible  perfection  in  himself,  shall 
proclaim  his  worth  before  men  and  angels,  and  pro¬ 
nounce  to  him  in  the  presence  of  the  whole  creation 
that  best  and  most  significant  of  applauses,  ‘  Well 
done,  thou  good  and  faithful  servant,  enter  thou 
into  thy  Master’s  joy.’  C. 
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Divide  et  impera. 

Divide  and  rule. 

Pleasure  and  recreation  of  one  kind  or  other  are 
absolutely  necessary  to  relieve  our  minds  and  bodies 
from  too  constant  attention  and  labour :  where  there¬ 
fore  public  diversions  are  tolerated,  it  behoves  per¬ 
sons  of  distinction,  with.their  power  and  example, 
to  preside  over  them  in  such  a  manner  as  to  check 
any  thing  that  tends  to  the  corruption  of  manners, 
or  which  is  too  mean  or  trivial  for  the  entertainment 
of  reasonable  creatures.  As  to  the  diversions  of  this 
kind  in  this  town,  we  owe  them  to  the  arts  of  poetry 
and  music.  My  own  private  opinion,  with  relation 
to  such  recreations,  I  have  heretofore  given  with  all 
the  frankness  imaginable ;  what  concerns  those  arts 
at  present  the  reader  shall  have  from  my  correspond¬ 
ents.  The  first  of  the  letters  with  which  I  acquit 
myself  for  this  day,  is  written  by  one  who  proposes 
to  improve  our  entertainments  of  dramatic  poetry, 
and  the  other  comes  from  three  persons,  who,  as 
soon  as  named,  will  be  thought  capable  of  advanc¬ 
ing  the  present  state  of  music. 

‘  MR.  SPECTATOR, 

‘  I  am  considerably  obliged  to  you  for  your 
speedy  publication  of  my  last  in  yours  of  the  18th 
instant,  and  am  in  no  small  hopes  of  being  settled 
in  the  post  of  Comptroller  of  the  Cries.  Of  all  the 
objections  1  have  hearkened  after  in  public  coffee¬ 
houses,  there  is  but  one  that  seems  to  carry  any 
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weight  with  it,  viz.  That  such  a  post  would  come 
too  near  the  nature  of  a  monopoly.  Now,  sir,  be¬ 
cause  I  would  have  all  sorts  of  people  made  easy, 
and  being  willing  to  have  more  strings  than  one  to 
my  bow  ;  in  case  that  a  comptroller  should  fail  me, 
I  have  since  formed  another  project,  which  being 
grounded  on  the  dividing  of  a  present  monopoly,  I 
hope  will  give  the  public  an  equivalent  to  their  full 
content.  You  know,  sir,  it  is  allowed,  that  the  bu¬ 
siness  of  the  stage  is,  as  the  Latin  has  it,  jucunda  et 
idonea  dicer e  vitce.  Now  there  being  but  one  dra¬ 
matic  theatre  licensed  for  the  delight  and  profit  of 
this  extensive  metropolis,  I  do  humbly  propose,  for 
the  convenience  of  such  of  its  inhabitants  as  are  too 
distant  from  Covent-garden,  that  another  theatre  of 
ease  may  be  erected  in  some  spacious  part  of  the 
city ;  and  that  the  direction  thereof  may  be  made  a 
franchise  in  fee  to  me  and  my  heirs  for  ever.  And 
that  the  town  may  have  no  jealousy  of  my  ever 
coming  into  an  union  with  the  set  of  actors  now  in 
being,  I  do  further  propose  to  constitute  for  my  de¬ 
puty  my  near  kinsman  and  adventurer,  Kit  Crotchet,* 
whose  long  experience  and  improvements  in  those 
affairs  need  no  recommendation.  It  was  obvious  to 
every  Spectator,  what  a  quite  different  foot  the  stage 
was  upon  during  his  government;  and  had  he  not 
been  bolted  out  of  his  trap-doors,  his  garrison  might 
have  held  out  for  ever ;  he  having  by  long  pains  and 
perseverance  arrived  at  the  art  of  making  his  army 
fight  without  pay  or  provisions.  I  must  confess  it  is 
with  a  melancholy  amazement  I  see  so  wonderful  a 
genius  laid  aside,  and  the  late  slaves  of  the  stage  now 
become  its  masters,  dunces  that  will  be  sure  to  sup¬ 
press  all  theatrical  entertainments  and  activities  that 
they  are  not  able  themselves  to  shine  in! 


*  Christopher  Rich. 
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‘  Every  man  that  goes  to  a  play  is  not  obliged  to 
have  either  wit  or  understanding;  and  I  insist  upon 
it,  that  all  who  go  there  should  see  something  which 
may  improve  them  in  a  way  of  which  they  are  ca¬ 
pable.  In  short,  sir,  I  would  have  something  done, 
as  well  as  said,  on  the  stage.  A  man  may  have  an 
active  body,  though  he  has  not  a  quick  conception ; 
for  the  imitation  therefore  of  such  as  axe,  as  I  may  so 
speak,  corporeal  wits,  or  nimble  fellows,  I  would  fain 
ask  any  of  the  present  mismanagers,  why  should  not 
rope-dancers,  vaulters ,  tumblers,  ladder-walkers,  and 
posture-masters  appear  again  on  our  stage?  After 
such  a  representation,  afive-bar  gatewould  be  leaped 
with  a  better  grace  next  time  any  of  the  audience 
went  a  hunting.  Sir,  these  things  cry  aloud  for  re¬ 
formation,  and  fall  properly  under  the  province  of 
Spectator- General ;  but  how  indeed  should  it  be 
otherwise,  while  fellows  (that  for  twenty  years  to¬ 
gether  were  never  paid  but  as  their  master  was  in  the 
humour)  now  presume  to  pay  others  more  than  ever 
they  had  in  their  lives ;  and  in  contempt  of  the  prac¬ 
tice  of  persons  of  condition,  have  the  insolence  to 
owe  no  tradesman  a  farthing  at  the  end  of  the  week. 
Sir,  all  I  propose  is  the  public  good ;  for  no  one  can 
imagine  I  shall  ever  get  a  private  shilling  by  it : 
therefore  I  hope  you  will  recommend  this  matter  in 
one  of  your  this  week’s  papers,  and  desire  when  my 
house  opens  you  will  accept  the  liberty  of  it  for  the 
trouble  you  have  received  from, 

‘  SIR, 

‘  Your  humble  servant, 

•  RALPH  CROTCHET/ 

‘  P.  S.  I  have  assurances  that  the  trunk-maker 
will  declare  for  us.’ 
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‘  MR.  SPECTATOR, 

‘  W e  whose  names  are  subscribed  think  you 
the  properest  person  to  signify  what  we  have  to  offer 
the  town  in  behalf  of  ourselves  and  the  art  which 
we  profess,  music.  We  conceive  hopes  of  your 
favour  from  the  speculations  on  the  mistakes  which 
the  town  run  into  with  regard  to  their  pleasure  of 
this  kind  ;  and  believing  your  method  of  judging  is, 
that  you  consider  music  only  valuable,  as  it  is  agree¬ 
able  to,  and  heightens  the  purpose  of  poetry,  we 
consent  that  it  is  not  only  the  true  way  of  relishing 
that  pleasure,  but  also  that  without  it  a  composure 
of  music  is  the  same  thing  as  a  poem,  where  all  the 
rules  of  poetical  numbers  are  observed,  though  the 
words  have  no  sense  or  meaning ;  to  say  it  shorter, 
mere  musical  sounds  in  our  art  are  no  other  than 
nonsense  verses  are  in  poetry.  Music  therefore  is 
to  aggravate  what  is  intended  by  poetry ;  it  must 
always  have  some  passion  or  sentiment  to  express, 
or  else  violins,  voices,  or  any  other  organs  of  sound, 
afford  an  entertainment  very  little  above  the  rattles 
of  children.  It  was  from  this  opinion  of  the  matter, 
that  when  Mr.  Clayton  had  finished  his  studies  in 
Italy,  and  brought  over  the  opera  of  Arsinoe,  that 
Mr.  Haym  and  Mr.  Dieupart,  who  had  the  honour 
to  be  well  known  and  received  among  the  nobility 
and  gentry,  were  zealously  inclined  to  assist  by 
their  solicitations,  in  introducing  so  elegant  an  en¬ 
tertainment  as  the  Italian  music  grafted  upon  En¬ 
glish  poetry.  E or  this  end  Mr.  Dieupart  and  Mr. 
Haym,  according  to  their  several  opportunities, 
promoted  the  introduction  of  Arsinoe,  and  did  it  to 
the  best  advantage  so  great  a  novelty  would  allow. 
It  is  not  proper  to  trouble  you  with  particulars  of 
the  just  complaints  we  all  of  us  have  to  make;  but 
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so  it  is,  that  without  regard  to  our  obliging  pains, 
we  are  all  equally  set  aside  in  the  present  opera. — 
Our  application  therefore  to  you  is  only  to  insert 
this  letter  in  your  paper,  that  the  town  may  know 
we  have  all  three  joined  together  to  make  entertain¬ 
ments  of  music  for  the  future  at  Mr.  Clayton’s  house 
in  York-buildings.  What  we  promise  ourselves  is, 
to  make  a  subscription  of  two  guineas,  for  eight 
times  ;  and  that  the  entertainment,  with  the  names 
of  the  authors  of  the  poetry,  may  be  printed,  to  be 
sold  in  the  house,  with  an  account  of  the  several 
authors  of  the  vocal  as  well  as  the  instrumental  music 
for  each  night ;  the  money  to  be  paid  at  the  receipt 
of  the  tickets,  at  Mr.  Charles  Lillie’s.  It  will,  we 
hope,  sir,  be  easily  allowed,  that  we  are  capable  of 
undertaking  to  exhibit  by  our  joint  force  and  different 
qualifications,  all  that  can  be  done  in  music ;  but 
lest  you  should  think  so  dry  a  thing  as  an  account 
of  our  proposal  should  be  a  matter  unworthy  of  your 
paper,  which  generally  contains  something  of  public 
use ;  give  us  leave  to  say,  that  favouring  our  design 
is  no  less  than  reviving  an  art,  which  runs  to  ruin  by 
the  utmost  barbarism  under  an  affectation  of  know¬ 
ledge.  We  aim  at  establishing  some  settled  notion 
of  what  is  music,  at  recovering  from  neglect  and 
want  very  many  families  who  depend  upon  it,  at 
making  all  foreigners  who  pretend  to  succeed  in 
England  to  learn  the  language  of  it  as  we  ourselves 
have  done,  and  not  to  be  so  insolent  as  to  expect  a 
whole  nation,  a  refined  and  learned  nation,  should 
submit  to  learn  theirs.  In  a  word,  Mr.  Spectator, 
with  all  deference  and  humility,  we  hope  to  behave 
ourselves  in  this  undertaking  in  such  a  manner,  that 
all  Englishmen  who  have  any  skill  in  music  may  be 
furthered  in  it  for  their  profit  or  diversion  by  what 
new  things  we  shall  produce ;  never  pretending  to 
surpass  others,  or  asserting  that  any  thing  which  is 
VOL.  x.  D 
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a  science  is  not  attainable  by  all  men  of  all  nations 
who  have  proper  genius  for  it.  We  say,  sir,  what 
we  hope  for,  it  is  not  expected  will  arrive  to  us  by 
contemning  others,  but  through  the  utmost  diligence 
recommending  ourselves. 

‘  We  are,  sir, 

*  Your  most  humble  servants, 

‘  THOMAS  CLAYTON. 

‘  NICOLINO  HATM. 

T.  ‘  CHARLES  DIEUPART.’ 


N°  259.  THURSDAY,  DECEMBER  27, 1711. 


Quod  decet  honestum  est,  et  quod  honestum  est  decet. 

Tull. 

What  is  becoming  is  honourable,  and  what  is  honour¬ 
able  is  becoming. 

There  are  some  things  which  cannot  come  under 
certain  rules,  but  which  one  would  think  could  not 
need  them.  Of  this  kind  are  outward  civilities  and 
salutations.  These  one  would  imagine  might  be  re¬ 
gulated  by  every  man’s  common  sense,  without  the 
help  of  an  instructor :  but  that  which  we  call  com¬ 
mon  sepse  suffers  under  that  word  :  for  it  sometimes 
implies  no  more  than  that  faculty  which  is  common 
to  all  men,  but  sometimes  signifies  right  reason,  and 
what  all  men  should  consent  to.  In  this  latter  ac¬ 
ceptation  of  the  phrase,  it  is  no  great  wonder  people 
err  so  much  against  it,  since  it  is  not  every  one  who 
is  possessed  of  it,  and  there  are  fewer,  who  against 
common  rules  and  fashions,  dare  obey  its  dictates. 
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As  to  salutations,  which  I  was  about  to  talk  of,  I  ob¬ 
serve,  as  I  stroll  about  the  town,  there  are  great  enor¬ 
mities  committed  with  regard  to  this  particular. — 
You  shall  sometimes  see  a  man  begin  the  offer  of  a 
salutation,  and  observe  a  forbidding  air,  or  escaping 
eye,  in  the  person  he  is  going  to  salute,  and  stop 
short  in  the  poll  of  his  neck.  This  in  the  person 
who  believed  he  could  do  it  with  a  good  grace,  and 
was  refused  the  opportunity,  is  justly  resented  with 
a  coldness  the  whole  ensuing  season.  Your  great 
beauties,  people  in  much  favour,  or  by  any  means  or 
for  any  purpose  over-flattered,  are  apt  to  practise 
this,  which  one  may  call  the  preventing  aspect,  and 
throw  their  attention  another  way,  lest  they  should 
confer  a  bow  dr  a  curtsy  upon  a  person  who  might 
not  appear  to  deserve  that  dignity.  Others  you  shall 
find  so  obsequious,  and  so  very  courteous,  as  there 
is  no  escaping  their  favours  of  this  kind.  Of  this 
sort  may  be  a  man  who  is  in  the  fifth  or  sixth  degree 
of  favour  with  a  minister.  This  good  creature  is  re¬ 
solved  to  shew  the  world,  that  great  honours  cannot 
at  all  change  his  manners  ;  he  is  the  same  civil  per¬ 
son  he  ever  was ;  he  will  venture  his  neck  to  bow 
out  of  a  coach  in  full  speed,  at  once  to  shew  he  is 
full  of  business,  and  yet  not  so  taken  up  as  to  forget 
his  old  friend.  With  a  man  who  is  not  so  well 
formed  for  courtship  and  elegant  behaviour,  such  a 
gentleman  as  this  seldom  finds  his  account  in  the 
return  of  his  compliments ;  but  he  will  still  go  on, 
for  he  is  in  his  own  way,  and  must  not  omit ;  let  the 
neglect  fall  on  your  side,  or  where  it  will,  his  busi¬ 
ness  is  still  to  be  well-bred  to  the  end.  I  think  I 
have  read,  in  one  of  our  English  comedies,  a  de¬ 
scription  of  a  fellow  that  affected  knowing  every 
body,  and  for  want  of  judgment  in  time  and  place, 
would  bow  and  smile  in  the  face  of  a  judge  sitting  in 
the  court,  would  sit  in  an  opposite  gallery  and  smile 
d  2 
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iu  the  minister’s  face  as  he  came  up  into  the  pulpit, 
and  nod  as  if  he  alluded  to  some  familiarities  be¬ 
tween  them  in  another  place.  But  now  I  happen  to 
speak  of  salutation  at  church,  I  must  take  notice 
that  several  of  my  correspondents  have  importuned 
me  to  consider  that  subject,  and  settle  the  point  of 
decorum  in  that  particular. 

I  do  not  pretend  to  be  the  best  courtier  in  the 
world,  but  I  have  often  on  public  occasions  thought 
it  a  very  great  absurdity  in  the  company  (during  the 
royal  presence)  to  exchange  salutations  from  all  parts 
of  the  room,  when  certainly  common  sense  should 
suggest,  that  all  regards  at  that  time  should  be  en¬ 
gaged,  and  cannot  be  diverted  to  any  other  object, 
without  disrespect  to  the  sovereign.  But  as  to  the 
complaint  of  my  correspondents,  it  is  not  to  be  ima¬ 
gined  what  offence  some  of  them  take  at  the  custom 
of  saluting  in  places  of  worship.  I  have  a  very 
angry  letter  from  a  lady,  who  tells  me  of  one  of  her 
acquaintance,  who,  out  of  mere  pride  and  a  pretence 
to  be  rude,  takes  upon  her  to  return  no  civilities 
done  to  her  in  the  time  of  divine  service,  and  is  the 
most  religious  woman,  for  no  other  reason  but  to 
appear  a  woman  of  the  best  quality  in  the  church. 
This  absurd  custom  had  better  be  abolished  than 
retained ;  if  it  were  but  to  prevent  evils  of  no  higher 
a  nature  than  this  is  ;  but  I  am  informed  of  objec¬ 
tions  much  more  considerable.  A  dissenter  of  rank 
and  distinction  was  lately  prevailed  upon  by  a  friend 
of  his  to  come  to  one  of  the  greatest  congregations 
of  the  church  of  England  about  town.  After  the 
service  was  over,  he  declared  he  was  very  well  satis¬ 
fied  with  the  little  ceremony  which  was  used  towards 
God  Almighty  ;  but  at  the  same  time  he  feared  he 
should  not  be  able  to  go  through  those  required  to¬ 
wards  one  another :  as  to  this  point  he  was  in  a  state 
of  despair,  and  feared  he  was  not  well  bred  enough 
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to  be  a  convert.  There  have  been  many  scandals 
of  this  kind  given  to  our  protestant  dissenters,  from 
the  outward  pomp  and  respect  we  take  to  ourselves 
in  our  religious  assemblies.  A  quaker  who  came 
one  day  into  a  church,  fixed  his  eye  upon  an  old 
lady  with  a  carpet  larger  than  that  from  the  pulpit 
before  her,  expecting  when  she  would  hold  forth. 
An  anabaptist  who  designs  to  come  over  himself, 
and  all  his  family,  within  a  few  months,  is  sensible 
they  want  breeding  enough  for  our  congregations, 
and  has  sent  his  two  eldest  daughters  to  learn  to 
dance,  that  they  may  not  misbehave  themselves  at 
church.  It  is  worth  considering  whether,  in  regard 
to  awkward  people  with  scrupulous  consciences,  a 
good  Christian  of  the  best  air  in  the  world  ought  not 
rather  to  deny  herself  the  opportunity  of  shewing  so 
many  graces,  than  keep  a  bashful  proselyte  without 
the  pale  of  the  church.  T. 


N°  260.  FRIDAY,  DECEMBER  28,  1711. 


Singula  de  nobis  anni  prcodantur  euntes. 

Hor.  2  Ep.  ii.  55. 

Years  following  years  steal  something  every  day, 

At  last  they  steal  us  from  ourselves  away. 

Pope. 

*  MR.  SPECTATOR, 

‘  I  am  now  in  the  sixty-fifth  year  of  my  age,  and 
having  been  the  greater  part  of  my  days  a  man  of 
pleasure,  the  decay  of  my  faculties  is  a  stagnation  of 
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my  life.  Bat  how  is  it,  sir,  that  my  appetites  are 
increased  upon  me  with  the  loss  of  power  to  gratify 
them  ?  I  write  this  like  a  criminal,  to  warn  people 
to  enter  upon  what  reformation  they  please  to  make 
in  themselves  in  their  youth,  and  not  expect  they 
shall  be  capable  of  it  from  a  fond  opinion  some  have 
often  in  their  mouths,  that  if  we  do  not  leave  our 
desires,  they  will  leave  us.  It  is  far  otherwise;  I 
am  now  as  vain  in  my  dress,  and  as  flippant,  if  I  see 
a  pretty  woman,  as  when  in  my  youth  I  stood  upon 
a  bench  in  the  pit  to  survey  the  whole  circle  of  beau¬ 
ties.  The  folly  is  so  extravagant  with  me,  and  I 
went  on  with  so  little  check  of  my  desires  or  resig¬ 
nation  of  them,  that  I  can  assure  you,  I  very  often, 
merely  to  entertain  my  own  thoughts,  sit  with  my 
spectacles  on,  writing  love-letters  to  the  beauties 
that  have  been  long  since  in  their  graves.  This  is 
to  warm  my  heart  with  the  faint  memory  of  delights 
which  were  once  agreeable  to  me  :  but  how  much 
happier  would  my  life  have  been  now,  if  I  could 
have  looked  back  on  any  worthy  action  done  for  my 
country  ?  if  I  had  laid  out  that  which  I  profused  in 
luxury  and  wantonness,  in  acts  of  generosity  or  cha¬ 
rity  ?  I  have  lived  a  bachelor  to  this  day  ;  and  in¬ 
stead  of  a  numerous  offspring,  with  which  in  the  re¬ 
gular  ways  of  life  I  might  possibly  have  delighted 
myself,  I  have  only  to  amuse  myself  with  the  repe¬ 
tition  of  old  stories  and  intrigues  which  no  one  will 
believe  I  ever  was  concerned  in.  I  do  not  know 
whether  you  have  ever  treated  of  it  or  not ;  but  you 
cannot  fall  on  a  better  subject,  than  that  of  the  art 
of  growing  old.  In  such  a  lecture  you  must  pro¬ 
pose,  that  no  one  set  his  heart  upon  what  is  tran¬ 
sient  ;  the  beauty  grows  wrinkled  while  we  are  yet 
gazing  at  her.  The  witty  man  sinks  into  an  humourist 
imperceptibly,  for  want  of  reflecting  that  all  things 
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around  him  are  in  a  flux,  and  continually  changing: 
thus  he  is  in  the  space  of  ten  or  fifteen  years  sur¬ 
rounded  by  a  new  set  of  people,  whose  manners  are 
as  natural  to  them  as  his  delights,  method  of  think¬ 
ing,  and  mode  of  living,  were  formerly  to  him  and 
his  friends.  But  the  mischief  is,  he  looks  upon  the 
same  kind  of  error  which  he  himself  was  guilty  of 
with  an  eye  of  scorn,  and  with  that  sort  of  ill-will 
which  men  entertain  against  each  other  for  different 
opinions.  Thus  a  crazy  constitution  and  an  uneasy 
mind  is  fretted  with  vexatious  passions  for  young 
men’s  doing  foolishly  what  it  is  folly  to  do  at  all. 
Dear  sir,  this  is  my  present  state  of  mind  ;  I  hate 
those  I  should  laugh  at,  and  envy  those  I  contemn. 
The  time  of  youth  and  vigorous  manhood,  passed 
the  way  in  which  I  have  disposed  of  it,  is  attended 
with  these  consequences  ;  but  to  those  who  live 
and  pass  away  life  as  they  ought,  all  parts  of  it  are 
equally  pleasant ;  only  the  memory  of  good  and 
worthy  actions  is  a  feast  which  must  give  a  quicker 
relish  to  the  soul  than  ever  it  could  possibly  taste  in 
the  highest  enjoyments  or  jollities  of  youth.  As 
for  me,  if  I  sit  down  in  my  great  chair  and  begin  to 
ponder,  the  vagaries  of  a  child  are  not  more  ridi¬ 
culous  than  the  circumstances  which  are  heaped  up 
in  my  memory  ;  fine  gowns,  country  dances,  ends  of 
tunes,  interrupted  conversations,  and  midnight  quar¬ 
rels,  are  what  must  nesessarily  compose  my  soli¬ 
loquy.  I  beg  of  you  to  print  this,  that  some  ladies 
of  my  acquaintance,  and  my  years,  maybe  persuaded 
to  wear  warm  night-caps  this  cold  season ;  and 
that  my  old  friend  Jack  Tawdry  may  buy  him  a  cane, 
and  not  creep  with  the  air  of  a  strut.  I  must  add 
to  all  this,  that  if  it  were  not  for  one  pleasure,  which 
I  thought  a  very  mean  one  until  of  very  late  years, 

I  should  have  no  one  great  satisfaction  left;  but 
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if  I  live  to  the  tenth  of  March,  1714,  and  all  my 
securities  are  good,  I  shall  be  worth  fifty  thousand 
pound. 

‘  I  am,  sir, 

‘  Your  most  humble  servant, 

‘  JACK  AFTERDAY .’ 


*  MR.  SPECTATOR, 

‘You  will  infinitely  oblige  a  distressed  lover, 
if  you  will  insert  in  your  very  next  paper  the  fol¬ 
lowing  letter  to  my  mistress.  You  must  know,  I 
am  not  a  person  apt  to  despair,  but  she  has  got  an 
odd  humour  of  stopping  short  unaccountably,  and  as 
she  herself  told  a  confidant  of  hers,  she  has  cold  fits. 
These  fits  shall  last  her  a  month  or  six  weeks  to¬ 
gether  :  and  as  she  falls  into  them  without  provocation, 
so  it  is  to  be  hoped  she  will  return  from  them  without 
the  merit  of  new  services.  But  life  and  love  will 
not  admit  of  such  intervals,  therefore  pray  let  her  be 
admonished  as  follows : 

‘  MADAM, 

‘  I  love  you,  and  honour  you :  therefore 
pray  do  not  tell  me  of  waiting  until  decencies,  until 
forms,  until  humours  are  consulted  and  gratified. 
If  you  have  that  happy  constitution  as  to  be  indolent 
for  ten  weeks  together,  you  should  consider  that  all 
that  while  I  burn  in  impatiences  and  fevers ;  but 
still  you  say  it  will  be  time  enough,  though  I  and 
you  too  grow  older  while  we  are  yet  talking.  Which 
do  you  think  the  most  reasonable,  that  you  should 
alter  a  state  of  indifference  for  happiness,  andThat 
to^oblige  me ;  or  I  live  in  torment,  and  that  to  lay 
no  manner  of  obligation  on  you  ?  While  I  indulge 
your  insensibility  I  am  doing  nothing ;  if  you  favour 
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my  passion,  you  are  bestowing  bright  desires,  gay 
hopes,  generous  cares,  noble  resolutions,  and  trans¬ 
porting  raptures  upon, 

‘  MADAM, 

‘  Your  most  devoted 

‘  humble  servant.’ 


‘  MR.  SPECTATOR, 

‘  Her  E  is  a  gentlewoman  lodges  in  the  same 
house  with  me,  that  I  never  did  any  injury  to  in  my 
whole  life  ;  and  she  is  always  railing  at  me  to  those 
that  she  knows  will  tell  me  of  it.  Do  not  you  think 
she  is  in  love  with  me  i  or  would  you  have  me  break 
my  mind  yet,  or  not  ? 

‘  Your  servant, 

‘  T.  B.’ 

‘  MR.  SPECTATOR, 

‘  I  am  a  footman  in  a  great  family,  and  am 
in  love  with  the  house-maid.  We  were  all  at  hot- 
cockles  last  night  in  the  hall  these  holidays  ;  when 
I  lay  down  and  was  blinded,  she  pulled  off  her  shoe, 
and  hit  me  with  the  heel  such  a  rap,  as  almost  broke 
my  head  to  pieces.  Pray,  sir,  was  this  love  or  spite  V 
T. 
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yag  dvOputroitru/  svxlaioy  xuzor. 

Frag.  vet.  Poet. 

Wedlock’s  an  ill  men  eagerly  embrace. 

My  father,  whom  I  mentioned  in  my  first  specula¬ 
tion,  and  whom  I  must  always  name  with  honour 
and  gratitude,  has  very  frequently  talked  to  me  upon 
the  subject  of  marriage.  I  was  in  my  younger  years 
engaged  partly  by  his  advice,  and  partly  by  my  own 
inclinations,  in  the  courtship  of  a  person  who  had  a 
great  deal  of  beauty,  and  did  not  at  my  first  ap¬ 
proaches  seem  to  have  any  aversion  to  me ;  but  as  my 
natural  taciturnity  hindered  me  from  shewing  myself 
to  the  best  advantage,  she  by  degrees  began  to  look 
upon  me  as  a  very  silly  fellow,  and  being  resolved  to 
regard  merit  more  than  any  thing  else  in  the  person 
who  made  their  applications  to  her,  she  married  a  cap¬ 
tain  of  dragoons  who  happened  to  be  beating  up  for 
recruits  in  those  parts. 

This  unlucky  accident  has  given  me  an  aversion 
to  pretty  fellows  ever  since,  and  discouraged  me 
from  trying  my  fortune  with  the  fair  sex.  The 
observations  which  I  made  at  this  conjnncture,  and 
the  repeated  advices  which  I  received  at  that  time 
from  the  good  old  man  above  mentioned,  have  pro¬ 
duced  the  following' essay  upon  love  and  marriage. 

The  pleasantest  part  of  a  man’s  life  is  generally 
that  which  passes  in  courtship,  provided  his  passion 
be  sincere,  and  the  party  beloved  kiud  with  discre- 
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tion.  Love,  desire,  hope,  all  the  pleasing  emotions  of 
the  soul  rise  in  the  pursuit. 

It  is  easier  for  an  artful  man  who  is  not  in  love 
to  persuade  his  mistress  he  has  a  passion  for  her, 
and  to  succeed  in  his  pursuits,  than  for  one  who  loves 
with  the  greatest  violence.  True  love  has  ten  thou¬ 
sand  griefs,  impatiences,  and  resentments,  that  render 
a  man  unamiable  in  the  eyes  of  the  person  whose  af- 
fectionhe  solicits ;  besides  that  it  sinks  his  figure,  gives 
him  fears,  apprehensions,  and  poorness  of  spirit,  and 
often  makes  him  appear  ridiculous  where  he  has  a 
mind  to  recommend  himself. 

Those  marriages  generally  abound  most  with  love 
and  constancy,  that  are  preceded  by  a  long  court¬ 
ship.  The  passion  should  strike  root,  and  gather 
strength  before  marriage  be  gratified  on  it  A  long 
course  of  hopes  and  expectations  fixes  the  idea  in 
our  minds,  and  habituates  us  to  a  fondness  of  the 
person  beloved. 

There  is  nothing  of  so  great  importance  to  us, 
as  the  good  qualities  of  one  to  whom  we  join  our¬ 
selves  for  life ;  they  do  not  only  make  our  present 
state  agreeable,  but  often  determine  our  happiness 
to  all  eternity.  Where  the  choice  is  left  to  friends, 
the  chief  point  under  consideration  is  an  estate  ; 
where  the  parties  choose  for  themselves,  their 
thoughts  turn  most  upon  the  person.  They  have  both 
their  reasons.  The  first  would  procure  many  conve¬ 
niences  and  pleasures  of  life  to  the  party  whose  in¬ 
terests  they  espouse ;  and  at  the  same  time  may  hope 
that  the  wealth  of  their  friends  will  turn  to  their  own 
credit  and  advantage.  The  others  are  preparing 
for  themselves  a  perpetual  feast.  A  good  person 
does  not  only  raise  but  continue  love,  and  breeds  a 
secret  pleasure  and  complacency  in  the  beholder, 
when  the  first  heats  of  desire  are  extinguished.  It 
puts  the  wife  or  husband  in  countenance  both  among 
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friends  and  strangers,  and  generally  fills  the  family 
with  a  healthy  and  beautiful  race  of  children. 

I  should  prefer  a  woman  that  is  agreeable  in  my 
own  eye,  and  not  deformed  in  that  of  the  world,  to 
a  celebrated  beauty.  If  you  marry  one  remarkably 
beautiful,  you  must  have  a  violent  passion  for  her, 
or  you  have  not  the  proper  taste  for  her  charms  ; 
and  if  you  have  such  a  passion  for  her,  it  is  odds 
but  it  would  be  imbittered  with  fears  and  jea¬ 
lousies. 

Good-nature  and  evenness  of  temper  will  give 
you  an  easy  companion  for  life  ;  virtue  and  good 
sense,  an  agreeable  friend;  love  and  .constancy,  a 
good  wife  or  husband.  Where  we  meet  one  person 
with  all  these  accomplishments,  we  find  an  hundred 
without  any  one  of  them.  The  world,  notwithstand¬ 
ing,  is  more  intent  on  trains  and  equipages,  and  all 
the  showy  parts  of  life ;  we  love  rather  to  dazzle  the 
multitude,  than  consult  our  proper  interests ;  and  as 
I  have  elsewhere  observed,  it  is  one  of  the  most 
unaccountable  passions  of  human  nature,  that  we  are 
at  greater  pains  to  appear  easy  and  happy  to  others, 
than  really  to  make  ourselves  so.  Of  all  disparities, 
that  in  humour  makes  the  most  unhappy  marriages, 
yet  scarce  enters  into  our  thoughts  at  the  contract¬ 
ing  of  them.  Several  that  are  in  this  respect  un¬ 
equally  yoked,  and  uneasy  for  life  with  a  person  of  a 
particular  character,  might  have  been  pleased  and 
happy  with  a  person  of  a  contrary  one,  notwithstand¬ 
ing  they  are  both  perhaps  equally  virtuous  and  lauda¬ 
ble  in  theh  kind. 

Before  marriage  we  cannot  be  too  inquisitive  and 
discerning  in  the  faults  of  the  person  beloved,  nor 
after  it  too  dim-sighted  and  superficial.  However 
perfect  and  accomplished  the  person  appears  to  you 
at  a  distance,  you  will  find  many  blemishes  and  im¬ 
perfections  in  her  humour,  upon  a  more  intimate 
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acquaintance,  which  you  never  discovered  or  perhaps 
suspected.  Here  therefore  discretion  and  good-na¬ 
ture  are  to  shew  their  strength ;  the  first  will  hinder 
your  thoughts  from  dwelling  on  what  is  disagree¬ 
able,  the  other  will  raise  in  you  all  the  tenderness 
of  compassion  and  humanity,  and  by  degrees  soften 
those  very  imperfections  into  beauties. 

Marriage  enlarges  the  scene  of  our  happiness  and 
miseries.  A  marriage  of  love  is  pleasant;  a  marriage 
of  interest  easy ;  and  a  marriage  where  both  meet, 
happy.  A  happy  marriage  has  in  it  all  the  pleasures 
of  friendship,  all  the  enjoyments  of  sense  and  reason, 
and  indeed  all  the  sweets  of  life.  Nothing  is  a 
greater  mark  of  a  degenerate  and  vicious  age,  than 
the  common  ridicule  which  passes  on  this  state  of 
life.  It  is,  indeed,  only  happy  in  those  who  can  look 
down  with  scorn  and  neglect  on  the  impieties  of  the 
times,  and  tread  the  paths  of  life  together  in  a  con¬ 
stant  uniform  course  of  virtue.  C. 
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Nulla  venenato  lilt  era  mistajoco  est. 

Ovid.  Trist.  ii.  566. 

ADAPTED. 

My  paper  flows  from  no  satyric  vein, 

,  Coutains  uo  poison,  and  conveys  no  pain. 

I  think  myself  highly  obliged  to  the  public  for  their 
kind  acceptance  of  a  paper  which  visits  them  every 
morning,  and  has  in  it  none  of  those  seasonings  that 
VOL.  x.  E 
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recommend  so  many  'of  the  writings  which  are  in 
vogue  among  us. 

As,  on  the  one  side,  my  paper  has  not  in  it  a  single 
word  of  news,  a  reflection  in  politics,  nor  a  stroke  of 
party ;  so,  on  the  other,  there  are  no  fashionable 
touches  of  infidelity,  no  obscene  ideas,  no  satires 
upon  priesthood,  marriage,  and  the  like  popular 
topics  of  ridicule ;  no  private  scandal,  nor  any  thing 
that  may  tend  to  the  defamation  of  particular  per¬ 
sons,  families,  or  societies. 

There  is  not  one  of  those  above-mentioned  sub¬ 
jects  that  would  not  sell  a  very  indifferent  paper, 
could  I  think  of  gratifying  the  public  by  such  mean 
and  base  methods.  But  notwithstanding  I  have  re¬ 
jected  every  thing  that  savours  of  party,  every  thing 
that  is  loose  and  immoral,  and  every  thing  that  might 
create  uneasiness  in  the  minds  of  particular  persons, 
I  find  that  the  demand  for  my  papers  has  increased 
every  month  since  their  first  appearance  in  the  world. 
This  does  not  perhaps  reflect  so  much  honour  upon 
myself,  as  on  my  readers,  who  give  a  much  greater 
attention  to  discourses  of  virtue  and  morality  than 
ever  I  expected,  or  indeed  could  hope. 

When  I  broke  loose  from  that  great  body  of 
writers  who  haye  employed  their  wit  and  parts  in 
propagating  vice  and  irreligion,  I  did  not  question 
but  1  should  be  treated  as  an  odd  kind  of  fellow  that 
had  a  mind  to  appear  singular  in  my  way  of  writing : 
but  the  general  reception  I  have  found  convinces 
me  that  the  world  is  not  so  corrupt  as  we  are  apt  to 
imagine ;  and  that  if  those  men,  of  parts  who  have 
been  employed  in  vitiating  the  age  had  endeavoured 
to  rectify  and  amend  it,  they  needed  not  to  have  sa¬ 
crificed  their  good  sense  and  virtue  to  their  fame  and 
reputation.  No  man  is  so  sunk  in  vice  and  igno¬ 
rance,  but  there  are  still  some  hidden  seeds  of  good- 
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ness  and  knowledge  in  him  ;  which  give  him  a  re¬ 
lish  of  such  reflections  and  speculations  as  have  an 
aptness  to  improve  the  mind,  and  make  the  heart 
better. 

I  have  shewn  in  a  former  paper,  with  how  much 
care  I  have  avoided  all  such  thoughts  as  are  loose, 
obscene,  or  immoral ;  and  I  believe  my  reader  would 
still  think  the  better  of  me,  if  he  knew  the  pains  I  am 
at  in  qualifying  what  I  write  after  such  a  manner,  that 
nothing  may  be  interpreted  as  aimed  at  private  per¬ 
sons.  For  this  reason,  when  I  draw  any  faulty  cha¬ 
racter,  I  consider  all  those  persons  to  whom  the  ma¬ 
lice  of  the  world  may  possibly  apply  it,  and  take  care 
to  dash  it  with  such  particular  circumstances  as  may 
prevent  all  such  ill-natured  applications.  If  I  write 
any  thing  on  a  black  man,  I  run  over  in  my  mind  all 
the  eminent  persons  in  the  nation  who  are  of  that 
complexion :  when  I  place  an  imaginary  name  at  the 
head  of  a  character,  I  examine  every  syllable  and  let¬ 
ter  of  it,  that  it  may  not  bear  any  resemblance  to  one 
that  is  real.  I  know  very  well  the  value  which  every 
man  sets  upon  his  reputation,  and  how  painful  it  is  to 
be  exposed  to  the  mirth  and  derision  of  the  public, 
and  should  therefore  scorn  to  divert  my  reader  at 
the  expence  of  any  private  man. 

As  I  have  been  thus  tender  of  every  particular 
person’s  reputation,  so  I  have  taken  more  than  ordi¬ 
nary  care  not  to  give  offence  to  those  who  appear  in 
the  higher  figures  of  life.  I  would  not  make  myself 
merry  even  with  a  piece  of  pasteboard  that  is  in¬ 
vested  with  a  public  character ;  for  which  reason  I 
have  never  glanced  upon  the  late  designed  proces¬ 
sion  of  his  Holiness  and  his  attendants,  notwithstand¬ 
ing  it  might  have  afforded  matter  to  many  ludicrous 
speculations.  Among  those  advantages  which  the 
public  may  reap  from  this  paper,  it  is  not  the  least, 
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that  it  draws  men’s  minds  off  from  the  bitterness  of 
party,  and  furnishes  them  with  subjects  of  discourse 
that  may  be  treated  without  warmth  or  passion .  This 
is  said  to  have  been  the  first  design  of  those  gentlemen 
who  set  on  foot  the  Royal  Society ;  and  had  then  a 
very  good  effect,  as  it  turned  many  of  the  greatest 
geniuses  of  that  age  to  the  disquisitions  of  natural 
knowledge,  who,  if  they  had  engaged  in  politics  with 
the  same  parts  and  application,  might  have  set  their 
country  in  a  flame.  The  air-pump,  the  barometer, 
the  quadrant,  and  the  like  inventions,  were  thrown 
out  to  those  busy  spirits,  as  tubs  and  barrels  are  to 
a  whale,  that  he  may  let  the  ship  sail  on  without 
disturbance,  while  he  diverts  himself  with  those  in¬ 
nocent  amusements. 

I  have  been  so  very  scrupulous  in  this  particular 
of  not  hurting  any  man’s  reputation,  that  I  have  for¬ 
borne  mentioning  even  such  authors  as  I  could  not 
name  with  honour.  This  I  must  confess  to  have 
been  a  piece  of  very  great  self-denial :  for  as  the  pub¬ 
lic  relishes  nothing  better  than  the  ridicule  which  turns 
upon  a  writer  of  any  eminence,  so  there  is  nothing 
which  a  man  that  has  but  a  very  ordinary  talent  in 
ridicule  may  execute  with  greater  ease.  One  might 
raise  laughter  for  a  quarter  of  a  year  together  upon 
the  works  of  a  person  who  has  published  but  a  very 
fewvolumes.  For  which  reason  I  am  astonished,  that 
those  whohave  appeared  against  this  paper  have  made 
go  very  little  of  it.  The  criticisms  which  I  have  hitherto 
published,  have  been  made  with  an  intention  rather 
to  discover  beauties  and  excellencies  in  the  writers  of 
my  own  time,  than  to  publish  any  of  their  faults  and 
^perfections.  In  the  mean  while  I  should  take  it  for 
a  very  great  favour  from  some  of  my  underhand  de¬ 
tractors)  if  they  would  break  all  measures  with  me, 
so  far  as  t0  S*ve  me  a  pretence  f°r  examining  their 
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performances  with  an  impartial  eye  :  nor  shall  I  look 
upon  it  as  any  breach  of  charity  to  criticise  the  author 
so  long  as  I  keep  clear  of  the  person. 

In  the  mean  while,  until  I  am  provoked  to  such 
hostilities,  I  shall  from  time  to  time  endeavour  to  do 
justice  to  those  who  have  distinguished  themselves 
in  the  politer  parts  of  learning,  and  to  point  out  such 
beauties  in  their  works  as  may  have  escaped  the  ob¬ 
servation  of  others. 

As  the  first  place  among  our  English  poets  is  due 
to  Milton ;  and  as  I  have  drawn  more  quotations 
out  of  him  than  from  any  other,  I  shall  enter  into  a 
regular  criticism  upon  his  Paradise  Lost,  which  I  shall 
publish  every  Saturday ,  until  I  have  given  my  thoughts 
upon  that  poem.  I  shall  not,  however,  presume  to 
impose  upon  others  my  own  particular  judgment  on 
this  author,  but  only  deliver  it  as  my  private  Opinion. 
Criticism  is  of  a  very  large  extent,  and  every  parti¬ 
cular  master  in  this  art  has  his  favourite  passages  in 
an  author  which  do  not  equally  strike  the  best  judges. 
It  will  be  sufficientfor  me,  if  I  discover  many  beauties 
or  imperfections  which  others  have  not  attended  to, 
and  I  should  be  very  glad  to  see  any  of  our  eminent 
writers  publish  their  discoveries  on  the  same  sub¬ 
ject.  In  short,  I  would  always  be  understood  to 
write  my  papers  of  criticism  in  the  spirit  which 
Horace  has  expressed  in  these  two  famous  lines  : 


- Si  quid  novisti  rectius  islis, 

Candidus  imperii ;  si  non,  his  utere  mecum. 

1  Ep.  vi.  ult. 


If  you  have  made  any  better  remarks  of  your  own, 
communicate  them  with  candour;  if  not,  make  use  of 
these  I  present  you  with. 


C. 
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Gratulor  quod  cum  quem  necesse  erat  diligere,  qualiscunque 
esset,  talem  habemus  ut  libenier  quoque  diligamus. 

Trebonius  apud  Tell. 

I  am  glad,  that  lie  whom  I  must  have  loved  from  duty, 
whatever  he  had  been,  is  such  a  one  as  I  can  love  from 
inclination. 

*  MU.  SPECTATOR, 

1  I  am  the  happy  father  of  a  very  towardly  son,  in 
■whom  I  do  not  only  see  my  life,  but  also  my  manner 
of  life,  renewed.  It  would  be  extremely  beneficial 
to  society,  if  you  would  frequently  resume  subjects 
which  serve  to  bind  these  sort  of  relations  faster,  and 
endear  the  ties  of  blood  with  those  of  good-will, 
protection,  observance,  indulgence,  and  veneration. 
I  would,  methinks,  have  this  done  after  an  uncom¬ 
mon  method,  and  do  not  think  any  one,  who  is  not 
capable  of  writing  a  good  play,  fit  to  undertake  a 
work  wherein  there  will  necessarily  occur  so  many 
secret  instincts,  and  biases  of  human  nature  which 
would  pass  unobserved  by  common  eyes.  1  thank 
Heaven  I  have  no  outrageous  offence  against  my 
own  excellent  parents  to  answer  for ;  but  when  I 
am  now  and  then  alone,  and  look  back  upon  my 
past  life,  from  my  earliest  infancy  to  this  time,  there 
are  many  faults  which  I  c  Dmmitted  that  did  not  ap¬ 
pear  to  me,  even  until  I  myself  became  a  father. 
I  had  not  until  then  a  notion  of  the  yearnings  of 
heart,  which  a  man  has  when  he  sees  his  child  do  a 
laudable  thing,  or  the  sudden  damp  which  seizes 
him  when  he  fears  he  will  act  something  unworthy. 
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It  is  not  to  be  imagined,  what  a  remorse  touched  me 
for  a  long  train  of  childish  negligences  of  my  mother, 
when  I  saw  my  wife  the  other  day  look  out  of  the 
window,  and  turn  as  pale  as  ashes  upon  seeing  my 
younger  boy  sliding  upon  the  ice.  These  slight  in¬ 
timations  will  give  you  to  understand,  that  there  are 
numberless  little  crimes  which  children  take  no  no¬ 
tice  of  while  they  are  doing,  which,  upon  reflection, 
when  they  shall  themselves  become  fathers,  they  will 
look  upon  with  the  utmost  sorrow  and  contrition, 
that  they  did  not  regard  before  those  whom  they  of¬ 
fended  were  to  be  no  more  seen.  How  many  thou¬ 
sand  things  do  I  remember  which  would  have  highly 
pleased  my  father,  and  I  orpitted  for  no  other  reason, 
but  that  I  thought  what  he  proposed  the  effect  of 
humour  and  old  age,  which  I  am  now  convinced  had 
reason  and  good  sense  in  it.  I  cannot  now  go  into 
the  parlour  to  him,  and  make  his  heart  glad  with  an 
account  of  a  matter  which  was  of  no  consequence, 
but  that  I  told  it,  and  acted  in  it.  The  good  man 
and  woman  ure  long  since  in  their  graves,  who  used 
to  sit  and  plot  the  welfare  of  us  their  children,  while, 
perhaps,  we  were  sometimes  laughing  at  the  old 
folks  at  another  end  of  the  house.  The  truth  of  it 
is,  were  we  merely  to  follow  nature  in  these  great 
duties  of  life,  though  we  have  a  strong  instinct  towards 
the  performing  of  them,  we  should  be  on  both  sides 
very  deficient.  Age  is  so  unwelcome  to  the  generality 
of  mankind,  and  growth  towards  manhood  so  desira¬ 
ble  to  all,  that  resignation  to  decay  is  too  difficult  a 
task  in  the  father  ;  and  deference,  amidst  the  im¬ 
pulse  of  gay  desires,  appears  unreasonable  to  the  son. 
There  are  so  few  who  can  grow  old  with  a  good  grace, 
and  yet  fewer  who  can  come  slow  enough  into  the 
world,  that  a  father,  were  he  to  be  actuated  by  his 
desires,  and  a  son,  were  he  to  consult  himself  only. 


SPECTATOR. 


44 


N°  263. 


could  neither  of  them  behave  himself  as  he  ought  to 
the  other.  But  when  reason  interposes  against  in¬ 
stinct,  where  it  would  carry  either  out  of  the  interests 
of  the  other,  there  arises  that  happiest  intercourse  of 
good  offices  between  those  dearest  relations  of  hu¬ 
man  life.  The  father,  according  to  the  opportu¬ 
nities  which  are  offered  to  him,  is  throwing  down 
blessings  on  the  son,  and  the  son  endeavouring  to 
appear  the  worthy  offspring  of  such  a  father.  It 
is  after  this  manner  that  Camillus  and  his  first-born 
dwell  together.  Camillus  enjoys  a  pleasing  and  in¬ 
dolent  old  age,  in  which  passion  is  subdued,  and  rea¬ 
son  exalted.  He  waits  the  day  of  his  dissolution  with 
a  resignation  mixed  with  delight;  and  the  son  fears 
the  accession  of  his  father’s  fortune  with  diffidence, 
lest  he  should  not  enjoy  or  become  it  as  well  as  his 
predecessor.  Add  to  this,  that  the  father  knows  he 
leaves  a  friend  to  the  children  of  his  friends,  an  easy 
landlord  to  his  tenants,  and  an  agreeable  companion 
to  his  acquaintance.  He  believes  his  son’s  behaviour 
will  make  him  frequently  remembered,  but  never 
wanted.  This  commerce  is  so  well  cemented,  that 
without  the  pomp  of  saying,  “  Son,  be  a  friend  to  such 
a  one  when  I  am  gone Camillus  knows,  being  in  his 
favour  is  direction  enough  to  the  grateful  youth  who 
is  to  succeed  him,  without  the  admonition  of  his  men¬ 
tioning  it.  These  gentlemen  are  honoured  in  all 
their  neighbourhood,  and  the  same  effect  which  the 
court  has  on  the  manners  of  a  kingdom,  their  cha¬ 
racters  have  on  all  who  live  within  the  influence  of 
them. 

‘  My  son  and  I  are  not  of  fortune  to  communicate 
our  good  actions  or  intentions  to  so  many  as  these 
gentlemen  do;  but  I  will  be  bold  to  say,  my  son 
has,  by  the  applause  and  approbation  which  his  be¬ 
haviour  towards  me  has  gained  him,  occasioned  that 
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many  an  old  man  besides  myself  has  rejoiced.  Other 
men’s  children  follow  the  example  of  mine,  and  I 
have  the  inexpressible  happiness  of  overhearing  our 
neighbours,  as  we  ride  by,  point  to  their  children, 
and  say,  with  a  voice  of  joy,  “  There  they  go.” 

‘  You  cannot,  Mr.  Spectator,  pass  your  time  better 
than  in  insinuating  the  delights  which  those  relations 
well  regarded  bestow  upon  each  other.  Ordinary 
passages  are  no  longer  such,  but  mutual  love  gives 
an  importance  to  the  most  indifferent  things,  and  a 
merit  to  actions  the  most  insignificant.  When  we  look 
round  the  world,  and  observe  the  many  misunder¬ 
standings  which  are  created  by  the  malice  and  in¬ 
sinuation  of  the  meanest  servants  between  people 
thus  related,  how  necessary  will  it  appear  that  it 
were  inculcated,  that  men  would  be  upon  their  guard 
to  support  a  constancy  of  affection ,  and  that  grounded 
upon  the  principles  of  reason,  not  the  impulses  of 
instinct. 

‘  It  is  from  the  common  prejudices  which  men 
receive  from  their  parents,  that  hatreds  are  kept 
alive  from  one  generation  to  another;  and  when  men 
act  by  instinct,  hatred  will  descend  when  good  offices 
are  forgotten.  For  the  degeneracy  of  human  life  is 
such,  that  our  anger  is  more  easily  transferred  to  our 
children  than  our  love.  Love  always  gives  some¬ 
thing  to  the  object  it  delights  in,  and  anger  spoils  the 
person  against  whom  it  is  moved  of  something  lau¬ 
dable  in  him ;  from  this  degeneracy,  therefore,  and  a 
sort  of  self-love,  we  are  more  prone  to  take  up  the 
ill-will  of  our  parents,  than  to  follow  them  in  their 
friendships, 

‘  One  would  think  there  should  need  no  more  to 
make  men  keep  up  this  sort  of  relation  with  the  ut¬ 
most  sanctity,  than  to  examine  their  own  hearts.  If 
every  father  remembered  his  own  thoughts  and  ih- 
clinations  when  he  was  a  son,  and  every  son  remem- 
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bered  what  he  expected  from  his  father,  when  he 
himself  was  in  a  state  of  dependence,  this  one  reflec¬ 
tion  would  preserve  men  from  being  dissolute  or  rigid 
in  these  several  capacities.  The  power  and  subjection 
between  them,  when  broken,  make  them  more  em¬ 
phatically  tyrants  and  rebels  against  each  other, 
with  greater  cruelty  ofheart,  than  the  disruption  of 
states  and  empires  can  possibly  produce.  I  shall 
end  this  application  to  you  with  two  letters,  which 
passed  between  a  mother  and  son  very  lately,  and 
are  as  follows : 


*  DEAR  FRANK, 

‘  If  the  pleasures,  which  I  have  the  grief  to 
hear  you  pursue  in  town,  do  not  take  up  all  your 
time,  do  not  deny  your  mother  so  much  of  it  as  to 
read  seriously  this  letter.  You  said  before  Mr.  Let- 
acre,  that  an  old  woman  might  live  very  well  in  the 
country  upon  half  my  jointure,  and  that  your  father 
was  a  fond  fool  to  give  me  a  rent  charge  of  eight 
hundred  a  year  to  the  prejudice  of  his  son.  What 
Letacre  said  to  you  upon  that  occasion,  you  ought 
to  have  borne  with  more  decency,  as  he  was  your 
father’s  well-beloved  servant,  than  to  have  called  him 
country-put.  In  the  first  place,  Frank,  I  must  tell 
you,  I  will  have  my  rent  duly  paid,  for  I  will  make 
up  to  your  sisters  for  the  partiality  I  was  guilty  of,  in 
making  your  father  do  so  much  as  he  has  done  for 
you.  I  may,  it  seems,  live  upon  half  my  jointure  ! 
I  lived  upon  much  less,  Frank,  when  I  carried  you 
from  place  to  place  in  these  arms,  and  could  neither 
eat,  dress,  or  mind  any  thing  for  feeding  and  tending 
you  a  weakly  child,  and  shedding  tears  when  the  con¬ 
vulsions  you  were  then  troubled  with  returned  upon 
you.  By  my  care  you  outgrew  them,  to  throw  away 
the  vigour  of  your  youth  in  the  arms  of  harlots,  and 
deny  your  mother  what  is  not  yours  to  detain.  Both 
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your  sisters  are  crying  to  see  the  passion  which  I 
smother ;  but  if  you  please  to  go  on  thus  like  a  gen¬ 
tleman  of  the  town,  and  forget  all  regards  to  your¬ 
self  and  family,  I  shall  immediately  enter  upon  your 
estate  for  the  arrear  due  to  me,  and,  without  one  tear 
more,  contemn  you  for  forgetting  the  fondness  of 
your  mother,  as  much  as  you  have  the  example  of 
your  father.  O  Frank,  do  I  live  to  omit  writing 
myself, 

‘  Your  affectionate  mother 

‘  A.  T.  !’ 


‘  MADAM, 

‘  I  wall  come  down  to-morrow  and  pay  the 
money  on  my  knees.  Pray  write  so  no  more.  I  will 
take  care  you  never  shall,  for  I  will  be  for  ever  here¬ 
after 

*  Your  most  dutiful  son, 

‘  F.  T.’ 

‘  I  will  bring  down  new  hoods  for  my  sisters. 
Pray  let  all  be  forgotten.’ 

T. 
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. Secretum  iter  et  fallentis  semita  vitce. 

Hor.  1  Ep.  xviii.  103. 

ADAPTED. 

In  public  walks  let  who  will  shine  or  stray, 

I’ll  silent  steal  through  life  iu  my  own  way. 

It  has  been  from  age  to  age  an  affectation  to  love 
the  pleasure  of  solitude,  among  those  who  cannot 
possibly  be  supposed  qualified  for  passing  life  in  that 
manner.  This  people  have  taken  from  reading 
the  many  agreeable  things  which  have  been  written 
on  that  subject,  for  which  we  are  beholden  to  excel¬ 
lent  persons  who  delighted  in  being  retired,  and 
abstracted  from  the  pleasures  that  enchant  the  ge¬ 
nerality  of  the  world.  This  way  of  life  is  recom¬ 
mended  indeed  with  great  beauty,  and  in  such  a 
manner  as  disposes  the  reader  for  the  time  to  pleas¬ 
ing  forgetfulness,  or  negligence  of  the  particular 
hurry  of  life  in  which  he  is  engaged,  together  with 
a  longing  for  that  state  which  he  is  charmed  with  in 
description.  But  when  we  consider  the  world  it¬ 
self,  and  how  few  there  are  capable  of  a  religious, 
learned,  or  philosophic  solitude,  we  shall  be  apt  to 
change  a  regard  to  that  sort  of  solitude,  for  being  a 
little  singular  in  enjoying  time  after  the  way  a  man 
himself  likes  best  in  the  world,  without  going  so  far  as 
wholly  to  withdraw  from  it.  I  have  often  observed, 
there  is  not  a  man  breathing  who  does  not  differ 
from  all  other  men,  as  much  in  the  sentiments  of  his 
mind  as  the  features  of  his  face.  The  felicity  is, 
when  any  one  is  so  happy  as  to  find  out  and  follow 
what  is  the  proper  bent  of  his  genius,  and  turn  all 
his  endeavours  to  exert  himself  according  as  that 
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prompts  him.  Instead  of  this,  which  is  an  innocent 
method  of  enjoying  a  man’s  self,  and  turning  out  of 
the  general  tracks  wherein  you  have  crowds  of  rivals, 
there  are  those  who  pursue  their  own  way  out  of  a 
sourness  and  spirit  of  contradiction.  These  men  do 
every  thing  which  they  are  able  to  support,  as  if  guilt 
and  impunity  could  not  go  together.  They  choose 
a  thing  only  because  another  dislikes  it ;  and  affect 
forsooth  an  inviolable  constancy  in  matters  of  no 
manner  of  moment.  Thus  sometimes  an  old  fellow 
shall  wear  this  or  that  sort  of  cut  in  his  clothes  with 
great  integrity,  while  all  the  rest  of  the  world  are  de 
generated  into  buttons,  pockets,  and  loops  unknown 
to  their  ancestors.  As  insignificant  as  even  this  is-, 
if  it  were  searched  to  the  bottom,  you  perhaps  would 
find  it  not  sincere,  but  that  he  is  in  the  fashion  in  his 
heart,  and  holds  out  from  mere  obstinacy.  But  I 
am  running  from  my  intended  purpose,  which  was  to 
celebrate  a  certain  particular  manner  of  passing  away 
life,  in  contradiction  to  no  man,  but  with  a  resolu¬ 
tion  to  contract  none  of  the  exorbitant  desires  by 
which  others  are  enslaved.  The  best  way  of  sepa¬ 
rating  a  man’s  self  from  the  world,  is  to  give  up  the 
desire  of  being  known  to  it.  After  a  man  has  pre¬ 
served  his  innocence,  and  performed  all  duties  in¬ 
cumbent  upon  him,  his  time  spent  in  his  own  way  is 
what  makes  his  life  differ  from  that  of  a  slave.  If 
they  who  affect  show  and  pomp  knew  hovV  many  of 
their  spectators  derided  their  trivial  taste,  they  would 
be  very  much  less  elated,  and  have  an  inclination  to 
examine  the  merit  of  all  they  have  to  do  with :  they 
would  soon  find  out  that  there  are  many  who  make  a 
figure  below  what  their  fortune  or  merit  entitles  them 
to,  out  of  mere  choice,  and  an  elegant  desire  of  ease 
and  disincumbrance.  It  would  look  like  romance  to 
tell  you  in  this  age,  of  an  old  man  who  is  contented 
to  pass  for  an  humourist,  and  one  who  does  not  un- 
vol.  x.  F 
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derstand  the  figure  he  ought  to  make  in  the  world, 
while  he  lives  in  a  lodging  of  ten  shillings  a  week 
with  only  one  servant ;  while  he  dresses  himself  ac¬ 
cording  to  the  season  in  cloth  or  in  stuff,  and  has  no 
one  necessary  attention  to  any  thing  but  the  bell 
which  calls  to  prayers  twice  a-day :  I  say  it  would 
look  like  a  fable  to  report  that  this  gentleman  gives 
away  all  which  is  the  overplus  of  a  great  fortune  by 
secret  methods  to  other  men.  If  he  has  not  the 
pomp  of  a  numerous  train,  and  of  professors  of  ser¬ 
vice  to  him,  he  has  every  day  he  lives  the  conscience 
that  the  widow,  the  fatherless,  the  mourner,  and  the 
stranger,  bless  his  unseen  hand  in  their  prayers.  This 
humourist  gives  up  all  the  compliments  which  people 
of  his  own  condition  could  make  him,  for  the  plea¬ 
sure  of  helping  the  afflicted,  supplying  the  needy, 
and  befriending  the  neglected.  This  humourist 
keeps  to  himself  much  more  than  he  wants,  and  gives 
a  vast  refuse  of  his  superfluities  to  purchase  heaven, 
and  by  freeing  others  from  the  temptations  of 
worldly  want,  to  carry  a  retinue  with  him  thither. 

Of  all  men  who  affect  living  in  a  particular  way, 
next  to  this  admirable  character,  I  am  the  most  ena¬ 
moured  of  Irus,  whose  condition  will  not  admit  of 
such  largesses,  and  who  perhaps  would  not  be  capa¬ 
ble  of  making  them  if  it  were.  Irus,  though  he  is 
now  turned  of  fifty,  has  not  appeared  in  the  world  in 
his  real  character  since  five-and-twenty,  at  which  age 
he  ran  out  a  small  patrimony,  and  spent  some  time 
after  with  rakes  who  had  lived  upon  him.  A  course 
of  ten  years  time  passed  in  all  the  little  alleys,  by¬ 
paths,  and  sometimes  open  taverns  and  streets  of  this 
town,  gave  Irus  a  perfect  skill  in  judging  of  the  in¬ 
clinations  of  mankind,  and  acting  accordingly.  He 
seriously  considered  he  was  poor,  and  the  general 
horror  which  most  men  have  of  all  who  are  in  that 
condition.  Irus  judged  very  rightly,  that  while  he 
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could  keep  his  poverty  a  secret,  he  should  not  feel 
the  weight  of  it ;  he  improved  this  thought  into  an 
affectation  of  closeness  and  covetousness.  Upon  this 
one  principle  he  resolved  to  govern  his  future  life  ; 
and  in  the  thirty-sixth  year  of  his  age  he  repaired  to 
Long-lane,  and  looked  upon  several  dresses  which 
hung  there  deserted  by  their  first  masters,  and  ex¬ 
posed  to  the  purchase  of  the  best  bidder.  At  this 
place  he  exchanged  his  gay  shabbiness  of  clothes  fit 
for  a  much  younger  man,  to  warm  ones  that  would 
be  decent  for  a  much  older  one.  Irus  came  out  tho¬ 
roughly  equipped  from  head  to  foot,  with  a  little 
oaken  cane,  in  the  form  of  a  substantial  man  that  did 
not  mind  his  dress,  turned  of  fifty.  He  had  at  this 
time  fifty  pounds  in  ready  money ;  and  in  this  habit, 
with  this  fortune,  he  took  his  present  lodging  in  St. 
John-street,  at  the  mansion-house  of  a  tailor’s  widow, 
who  washes,  and  can  clear-starch  his  bands.  From 
that  time  to  this  he  has  kept  the  main  stock,  without 
alteration  under  or  over  to  the  value  of  five  pounds. 
He  left  off  all  his  old  acquaintance  to  a  man,  and  all 
his  arts  of  life,  except  the  play  of  back-gammon, 
upon  which  he  has  more  than  bore  his  charges.  Irus 
has,  ever  since  he  came  into  this  neighbourhood, 
given  all  the  intimations  he  skilfully  could  of  being 
a  close  hunks  worth  money :  no  body  comes  to  visit 
him,  he  receives  no  letters,  and  tells  his  money 
morning  and  evening.  He  has  from  the  public  papers 
a  knowledge  of  what  generally  passes,  shuns  all  dis¬ 
courses  of  money,  but  shrugs  his  shoulders  when  you 
talk  of  securities ;  he  denies  his  being  rich,  with  the 
air  which  all  do  who  are  vain  of  being  so.  He  is  the 
oracle  of  a  neighbouring  justice  of  the  peace,  who 
meets  him  at  the  coffee-house ;  the  hopes  that  what 
he  has  must  come  to  somebody,  and  that  he  has  no 
heirs,  have  that  effect  wherever  he  is  known,  that  he 
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has  every  day  three  or  four  invitations  to  dine  at  dif¬ 
ferent  places,  which  he  generally  takes  care  to  choose 
in  such  a  manner  as  not  to  seem  inclined  to  the  richer 
man.  All  the  young  men  respect  him,  and  say  he  is 
just  the  same  man* he  was  when  they  were  boys.  He 
uses  no  artifice  in  the  world,  but  makes  use  of  men’s 
designs  upon  him  to  get  a  maintenance  out  of  them. 
This  he  carries  on  by  a  certain  peevishness,  (which 
he  acts  very  well)  that  no  one  would  believe  could 
possibly  enter  into  the  head  of  a  poor  fellow.  His 
mien,  his  dress,  his  carriage,  and  his  language,  are 
such,  that  you  would  be  at  a  loss  to  guess  whether 
in  the  active  part  of  his  life  he  had  been  a  sensible 
citizen,  or  scholar  that  knew  the  world.  These  are 
the  great  circumstances  in  the  life  of  lrus,  and  thus 
does  he  pass  away  his  days  a  stranger  to  mankind ; 
and  at  his  death,  the  worst  that  will  be  said  of  him 
will  be,  that  he  got  by  every  man  who  had  expecta¬ 
tions  from  him,  more  than  he  had  to  leave  him. 

I  have  an  inclination  to  print  the  following  letters ; 
for  I  have  heard  the  author  of  them  has  somewhere 
or  other  seen  me,  and  by  an  excellent  faculty  in  mi- 
mickry  my  correspondents  tell  me  he  can  assume  my 
air,  and  give  my  taciturnity  a  slyness  which  diverts 
more  than  any  thing  I  could  say  if  I  were  present. 
Thus  I  am  glad  my  silence  is  atoned  for  to  the  good 
company  in  town.  He  has  carried  his  skill  in  imita¬ 
tion  so  far,  as  to  have  forged  a  letter  from  my  friend 
Sir  Roger  in  such  a  manner,  that  any  one  but  I  who 
am  thoroughly  acquainted  with  him,  would  have 
taken  it  for  genuine. 


‘  MR.  SPECTATOR, 

“  Having  observed  in  Lilly’s  grammar  how 
sweetly  Bacchus  and  Apollo  run  in  a  verse ;  I  have 
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(to  preserve  the  amity  between  them)  called  in  Bac¬ 
chus  to  the  aid  of  my  profession  of  the  theatre.  So 
that  while  some  people  of  quality  are  bespeaking 
plays  of  me  to  be  acted  on  such  a  day,  and  others, 
hogsheads  for  their  houses  against  such  a  time  ;  I 
am  wholly  employed  in  the  agreeable  service  of  wit 
and  wine.  Sir,  I  have  sent  you  Sir  Roger  de  Co- 
verly’s  letter  to  me,  which  pray  comply  with  in  fa¬ 
vour  of  the  Bumper  tavern.  Be  kind,  for  you  know 
a  player’s  utmost  pride  is  the  approbation  of  the 
Spectator. 

‘  I  am  your  admirer,  though  unknown, 

‘  RICHARD  ESTCOURT.’ 


‘  TO  MR.  ESTCOURT, 

AT  HIS  HIS  HOUSE  IN  CO  VENT-GARDEN. 


‘  Coverley,  December  the  18th,  1711. 

‘  OLD  COMICAL  ONE, 

‘  The  hogsheads  of  neat  port  came  safe,  and 
have  gotten  thee  good  reputation  in  these  parts  ;  and 
I  am  glad  to  hear,  that  a  fellow  who  has  been  laying 
out  his  money  ever  since  he  was  born,  for  the  mere 
pleasure  of  wine,  has  bethought  himself  of  joining 
profit  and  pleasure  together.  Our  sexton  (poor 
man)  having  received  strength  from  thy  wine  since 
his  fit  of  the  gout,  is  hugely  taken  with  it ;  he  says  it 
is  given  by  nature  for  the  use  of  families,  and  that  no 
steward’s  table  can  be  without  it;  and  it  strengthens 
digestion,  excludes  surfeits,  fevers,  and  physic;  which 
green  wines  of  any  kind  cannot  do.  Pray  get  a  pure 
snug  room,  and  I  hope  next  term  to  help  to  fill  your 
Bumper  with  our  people  of  the  club ;  but  you  must 
have  no  bells  stirring  when  the  Spectator  comes  ;  I 
forbore  ringing  to  dinner  while  he  was  down  with  me 
in  the  country.  Thank  you  for  the  little  hams  and 
f  3 
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Portugal  onions  ;  pray  keep  some  always  by  you. 
You  know  my  supper  is  only  good  Cheshire  cheese, 
best  mustard,  a  golden  pippin,  attended  with  a  pipe 
of  John  Sly’s  best.  Sir  Harry  has  stolen  all  your 
songs,  and  tells  the  story  of  the  5th  of  November 
to  perfection. 

‘  Yours  to  serve  you, 

‘  ROGER  DE  COVERLEY.’ 

‘  We  have  lost  old  John  since  you  were  here.’ 

T. 
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Dixerit  &  multis  uliquis,  quid  virus  in  ungues 
Adjicis ?  et  rubidee  tradis  ovile  lupas  ? 

Ovid,  de  Art.  Am.  iii.  7. 

But  some  exclaim  ;  What  frenzy  rules  your  mind? 
Would  you  increase  the  craft  of  womankind  ? 

Teach  them  new  wiles  and  arts  ?  As  well  you  may 
Instruct  a  snake  to  bite,  or  wolf  to  prey. 

Congreve. 

One  of  the  fathers,  if  I  am  rightly  informed,  has  de¬ 
fined  a  woman  to  be  tyov  (piXonocrpLov,  an  animal 
that  delights  in  finery.  I  have  already  treated  of  the 
sex  in  two  or  three  papers,  conformably  to  this 
definition  ;  and  have  in  particular  observed,  that  in 
all  ages  they  have  been  more  careful  than  the  men 
to  adorn  that  part  of  the  head  which  we  generally 
call  the  outside. 

This  observation  is  so  very  notorious,  that  when 
in  ordinary  discourse  we  say  a  man  has  a  fine  head, 
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a  long  head,  or  a  good  head,  we  express  ourselves 
metaphorically,  and  speak  in  relation  to  his  under¬ 
standing;  whereas  when  we  say  of  a  woman,  she 
has  a  fine,  a  long,  or  a  good  head,  we  speak  only 
in  relation  to  her  commode. 

It  is  observed  among  birds,  that  nature  has  la¬ 
vished  all  her  ornaments  upon  the  male,  who  very 
often  appears  in  a  most  beautiful  head-dress :  whe¬ 
ther  it  be  a  crest,  a  comb,  a  tuft  of  feathers,  or  a 
natural  little  plume,  erected  like  a  kind  of  pinnacle 
on  the  very  top  of  the  head.  As  nature  on  the  con¬ 
trary  has  poured  out  her  charms  in  the  greatest 
abundance  upon  the  female  part  of  our  species,  so 
they  are  very  assiduous  in  bestowing  upon  them¬ 
selves  the  finest  garnitures  of  art.  The  peacock,  in 
all  his  pride,  does  not  display  half  the  colours  that 
appear  in  the  garments  of  a  British  lady,  when  she 
is  dressed  either  for  a  ball  or  a  birth-day. 

But  to  return  to  our  female  heads.  The  ladies 
have  been  for  some  time  in  a  kind  of  moulting  sea¬ 
son  with  regard  to  that  part  of  their  dress,  having 
cast  great  quantities  of  ribbon,  lace,  and  cambrick, 
and  in  some  measure  reduced  that  part  of  the  human 
figure  to  the  beautiful  globular  form,  which  is  na¬ 
tural  to  it.  We  have  for  a  great  while  expected  what 
kind  of  ornament  would  be  substituted  in  the  place 
of  those  antiquated  commodes.  Our  female  projec¬ 
tors  were  all  the  last  summer  so  taken  up  with  the 
improvement  of  their  petticoats,  that  they  had  not 
time  to  attend  to  any  thing  else;  but  having  at 
length  sufficiently  adorned  their  lower  parts,  they 
now  begin  to  turn  their  thoughts  upon  the  other  ex¬ 
tremity,  as  well  remembering  the  old  kitchen  pro¬ 
verb,  ‘  that  if  you  light  the  fire  at  both  ends,  the 
middle  will  shift  for  itself/ 

*  I  am  engaged  in  this  speculation  by  a  sight  which 
I  lately  met  with  at  the  opera.  As  I  was  standing 
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in  the  hinder  part  of  a  box,  I  took  notice  of  a  little 
cluster  of  women  sitting  together  in  the  prettiest 
coloured  hoods  that  I  ever  saw.  One  of  them  was 
blue,  another  yellow,  and  another  philomot;  the 
fourth  was  of  a  pink  colour,  and  the  fifth  of  a  pale 
green.  I  looked  with  as  much  pleasure  upon  this 
little  party-coloured  assembly,  as  upon  a  bed  of  tu¬ 
lips,  and  did  not  know  at  first  whether  it  might  not 
be  an  embassy  of  Indian  queens ;  but  upon  my  going 
about  into  the  pit,  and  taking  them  in  front,  I  was 
immediately  undeceived,  and  saw  so  much  beauty 
in  every  face,  that  I  found  them  all  to  be  English. 
Such  eyes  and  lips,  cheeks  and  foreheads,  could  be 
the  growth  of  no  other  country.  The  complexion  of 
their  faces  hindered  me  from  observing  any  farther 
the  colour  of  their  hoods,  though  I  could  easily  per¬ 
ceive,  by  that  unspeakable  satisfaction  which  ap¬ 
peared  in  their  looks,  that  their  own  thoughts  were 
wholly  taken  up  on  those  pretty  ornaments  they 
wore  upon  their  heads. 

I  am  informed  that  this  fashion  spreads  daily,  in¬ 
somuch  that  the  Whig  and  Tory  ladies  begin  already 
to  hang  out  different  colours,  and  to  shew  their  prin¬ 
ciples  in  their  head-dress.  Nay,  if  I  may  believe  my 
friend  Will  Honeycomb,  there  is  a  certain  old  co¬ 
quette  of  his  acquaintance,  who  intends  to  appear 
very  suddenly  in  a  rainbow  hood,  like  the  Iris  in 
Dryden’s  Virgil,  not  questioning  but  that  among 
such  a  variety  of  colours  she  shall  have  a  charm  for 
every  heart. 

My  friend  Will,  who  very  much  values  himself 
upon  his  great  insight  into  gallantry,  tells  me,  that 
he  can  already  guess  at  the  humour  a  lady  is  in  by 
her  hood,  as  the  courtiers  of  Morocco  know  the  dis¬ 
position  of  their  present  emperor  by  the  colour  of  the 
dress  which  he  puts  on.  When  Melesinda  wraps  her 
head  in  flame  colour,  her  heart  is  set  upon  execu- 
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tion.  When  she  covers  it  with  purple,  I  would  not, 
says  he,  advise  her  lover  to  approach  her;  but  if  she 
appears  in  white,  it  is  peace,  and  he  may  hand  her 
out  of  her  box  with  safety. 

Will  informs  me  likewise,  that  these  hoods  may 
be  used  as  signals.  Why  else,  says  he,  does  Cor¬ 
nelia  always  put  on  a  black  hood  when  her  husband 
is  gone  into  the  country  ? 

Such  are  my  friend  Honeycomb’s  dreams  of  gal¬ 
lantry.  For  my  own  part,  I  impute  this  diversity  of 
jolours  in  the  hoods  to  the  diversity  of  complexion 
n  the  faces  of  my  pretty  countrywomen.  Ovid,  in 
lis  Art  of  Love,  has  given  some  precepts  as  to  this 
particular,  though  I  find  they  are  different  from  those 
vhich  prevail  among  the  moderns.  He  recommends 
«red  striped  silk  to  the  pale  complexion;  white  to 
tie  brown,  and  dark  to  the  fair.  On  the  contrary, 
ny  friend  Will,  who  pretends  to  be  a  greater  master 
h  this  art  than  Ovid,  tells  me,  that  the  palest  features 
ook  the  most  agreeable  in  white  sarsnet ;  that  a  face 
which  is  overflushed  appears  to  advantage  in  the 
deepest  scarlet ;  and  that  the  darkest  complexion  is 
not  a  little  alleviated  by  a  black  hood.  In  short,  he 
is  for  losing  the  colour  of  the  face  in  that  of  the  hood, 
as  a  fire  burns  dimly,  and  a  candle  goes  half  out,  in 
the  light  of  the  sun.  4  This,’  says  he,  4  your  Ovid 
himself  has  hinted,  where  he  treats  of  these  matters, 
when  he  tells  us  that  the  blue  water  nymphs  are 
dressed  in  sky- coloured  garments ;  and  that  Aurora, 
who  always  appears  in  the  light  of  the  rising  sun,  is 
robed  in  saffron.’ 

Whether  these  his  observations  are  justly  grounded 
I  cannot  tell;  but  I  have  often  known  him,  as  we  have 
stood  together  behind  the  ladies,  praise  or  dispraise 
the  complexion  of  a  face  which  he  never  saw,  from 
observing  the  colour  of  her  hood,  and  [he]  has  been 
very  seldom  out  in  these  his  guesses. 
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As  I  have  nothing  more  at  heart  than  the  honour 
and  improvement  of  the  fair  sex,  I  cannot  conclude 
this  paper  without  an  exhortation  to  the  British 
ladies,  that  they  would  excel  the  women  of  all  other 
nations  as  much  in  virtue  and  good  sense,  as  they  do 
in  beauty;  which  they  may  certainly  do,  if  they  will: 
be  as  industrious  to  cultivate  their  minds,  as  they* 
are  to  adorn  their  bodies.  In  the  mean  while  I  shall 
recommend  to  their  most  serious  consideration  tins 
saying  of  an  old  Greek  poet: 

Tvna.ix)  xoap.®'  o  t po'jr<&,  x  a’  wvmx. 

c. 
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Id  verb  est,  quod  ego  mild  puto  palmarium 
Me  reperisse,  quomodo  udolescentulus 
Meretricum  iugeniu  et  mores  jiossit  noscere ; 

Mature  ut  cbm  cognovit,  perpetuo  oderit. 

Ter.  Euh.  Act  v.  Sc.  4. 

This  I  conceive  to  be  my  master-piece,  that  I  have  dis¬ 
covered  how  unexperienced  youth  may  detect  the  arti¬ 
fices  of  bad  women,  and  by  knowing  them  early,  detest 
them  for  ever. 

No  vice  or  wickedness  which  people  fall  into  from 
indulgence  to  desires  which  are  natural  to  all,  ought 
to  place  them  below  the  compassion  of  the  virtuous 
part  of  the  world ;  which  indeed  often  makes  me  a 
little  apt  to  suspect  the  sincerity  of  their  virtue,  who 
are  too  warmly  provoked  at  other  people’s  personal 
sins.  The  unlawful  commerce  of  the  sexes  is  of  all 
others  the  hardest  to  avoid;  and  yet  there  is  no  one 
which  you  shall  hear  the  rigider  part  of  womankind 
speak  of  with  so  little  mercy.  It  is  very  certain  that 
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a  modest  woman  cannot  abhor  the  breach  of  chastity 
too  much ;  but  pray  let  her  hate  it  for  herself,  and 
only  pity  it  in  others.  Will  Honeycomb  calls  these 
over-offended  ladies,  the  outrageously  virtuous. 

I  do  not  design  to  fall  upon  failures  in  general, 
with  relation  to  the  gift  of  chastity,  but  at  present 
only  enter  upon  that  large  field,  and  begin  with  the 
consideration  of  poor  and  public  whores.  The  other 
evening  passing  along  near  Covent-garden,  I  was 
jogged  on  the  elbow  as  I  turned  into  the  piazza,  on 
the  right  hand  coming  out  of  James-street,  by  a  slim 
young  girl  of  about  seventeen,  who  with  a  pert  air 
asked  me  if  I  was  for  a  pint  of  wine.  I  do  not  know 
but  I  should  have  indulged  my  curiosity  in  having 
some  chat  with  her,  but  that  I  am  informed  the  man 
of  the  Bumper  knows  me ;  and  it  would  have  made  a 
story  for  him  not  very  agreeable  to  some  part  of  my 
writings,  though  I  have  in  others  so  frequently  said, 
that  I  am  wholly  unconcerned  in  any  scene  I  am  in 
but  merely  as  a  Spectator.  This  impediment  being 
in  my  way,  we  stood  under  one  of  the  arches  by  twi¬ 
light;  and  there  I  could  observe  as  exact  features  as 
I  had  ever  seen,  the  most  agreeable  shape,  the  finest 
neck  and  bosom,  in  a  word,  the  whole  person  of  a 
'woman  exquisitely  beautiful.  She  affected  to  allure 
me  with  a  forced  wantonness  in  her  look  and  air ; 
but  I  saw  it  checked  with  hunger  and  cold :  her  eyes 
'were  wan  and  eager,  her  dress  thin  and  tawdry,  her 
mien  genteel  and  childish.  This  strange  figure  gave 
me  much  anguish  of  heart,  and  to  avoid  being  seen 
with  her,  I  went  away,  but  could  not  forbear  giving 
her  a  crown.  The  poor  thing  sighed,  curtsied,  and 
with  a  blessing  expressed  with  the  utmost  vehe¬ 
mence,  turned  from  me.  This  creature  is  what  they 
call  ‘  newly  come  upon  the  town,’ but  who,  falling,  I 
suppose,  into  cruel  hands,  was  left  in  the  first  month 
from  her  dishonour,  and  exposed  to  pass  through  the 
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hands  and  discipline  of  one  of  those  hags  of  hell  whom 
we  call  bawds.  But  lest  I  should  grow  too  suddenly 
grave  on  this  subject,  and  be  myself  outrageously 
good,  I  shall  turn  to  a  scene  in  one  of  Fletcher’s 
plays,  where  this  character  is  drawn,  and  the  eco¬ 
nomy  of  whoredom  most  admirably  described.  The 
passage  I  would  point  to  is  in  the  third  scene  of  the 
second  act  of  The  Humorous  Lieutenant.  Leucippe, 
who  is  agent  for  the  king’s  lust,  and  bawds  at  the 
same  time  for  the  whole  court,  is  very  pleasantly  in¬ 
troduced,  reading  her  minutes  as  a  person  of  busi¬ 
ness,  with  too  maids,  her  under-secretaries,  taking 
instructions  at  a  table  before  her.  Her  women,  both 
those  under  her  present  tutelage,  and  those  which 
she  is  laying  wait  for,  are  alphabetically  set  down  in 
her  book  ;  and  as  she  is  looking  over  the  letter  C 
in  a  muttering  voice,  as  if  between  soliloquy  and 
speaking  out,  she  says, 


Her  maidenhead  will  yield  me  ;  let  me  see  now  ; 

She  is  not  fifteen  they  say  ;  for  her  complexion — 
Cloe,  Cloe,  Cloe,  here  I  have  her, 

Cloe,  the  daughter  of  a  country  gentleman ; 

Her  age  upon  fifteen.  Now  her  complexion, — 

A  lovely  brown  ;  here  ’tis ;  eyes  black  and  rolling, 
The  body  neatly  built ;  she  strikes  a  lute  well. 

Sings  most  enticingly.  These  helps  consider’d, 

Her  maidenhead  will  amount  to  some  three  hundred, 
Or  three  hundred  and  fifty  crowns,  ’twill  bear  it  hand¬ 
somely  : 

Her  father’s  poor,  some  little  share  deducted, 

To  buy  him  a  hunting  nag - . 


These  creatures  are  very  well  instructed  in  the 
circumstances  and  manners  of  all  who  are  any  way 
related  to  the  fair  one  whom  they  have  a  design 
upon.  As  Cloe  is  to  be  purchased  with  350  crowns, 
and  the  father  taken  off  with  a  pad;  the  merchant’s 
wife  next  to  her,  who  abounds  in  plenty,  is  not  to 
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have  downright  money,  but  the  mercenary  part  of 
her  mind  is  engaged  with  a  present  of  plate,  and  a 
little  ambition.  She  is  made  to  understand  that  it  is 
a  man  of  quality  who  dies  for  her.  The  examina¬ 
tion  of  a  young  girl  for  business,  and  the  crying 
down  her  value  for  being  a  slight  thing,  together 
with  every  other  circumstance  in  the  scene,  are  ini¬ 
mitably  excellent,  and  have  the  true  spirit  of  co¬ 
medy  ;  though  it  were  to  be  wished  the  author  had 
added  a  circumstance  which  should  make  Leucippe’s 
business  more  odious. 

It  must  not  be  thought  a  digression  from  my  in¬ 
tended  speculation,  to  talk  of  bawds  in  a  discourse 
upon  wenches ;  for  a  woman  of  the  town  is  not  tho¬ 
roughly  and  properly  such,  without  having  gone 
through  the  education  of  one  of  these  houses.  But 
the  compassionate  case  of  very  many  is,  that  they  are 
taken  into  such  hands  without  any  the  least  suspi¬ 
cion,  previous  temptation,  or  admonition  to  what 
place  they  are  going.  The  last  week  I  went  to  an 
inn  in  the  city  to  inquire  for  some  provisions  which 
were  sent  by  a  waggon  out  of  the  country  ;  and  as 
I  waited  in  one  of  the  boxes  till  the  chamberlain  had 
looked  over  his  parcels,  I  heard  an  old  and  a  young 
voice  repeating  the  questions  and  responses  of  the 
church-catechism.  I  thought  it  no  breach  of  good- 
manners  to  peep  at  a  crevice,  and  look  in  at  people 
so  well  employed ;  but  who  should  I  see  there  but 
the  most  artful  procuress  in  town,  examining  a  most 
beautiful  country-girl,  who  had  come  up  in  the  same 
waggon  with  my  things, £  whether  she  was  well  edu¬ 
cated,  could  forbear  playing  the  wanton  with  ser¬ 
vants  and  idle  fellows,  of  which  this  town,  says  she, 
is  too  full.’  At  the  same  time,  £  whether  she  knew 
enough  of  breeding,  as  that  if  a  squire  or  a  gentle¬ 
man,  or  one  that  was  her  betters,  should  give  her  a 
civil  salute,  she  could  curtsey  and  be  humble  never- 
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tireless.’  Her  innocent  ‘  forsooths,  yeses  and’t  please 
you’s,  and  she  would  do  her  endeavour,’  moved  the 
good  old  lady  to  take  her  out  of  the  hands  of  a 
country  bumkin,  her  brother,  and  hire  her  for  her 
own  maid.  I  staid  till  I  saw  them  all  march  out  to 
take  coach ;  the  brother  loaded  with  a  great  cheese, 
he  prevailed  upon  her  to  take  for  her  civilities  to  his 
sister.  This  poor  creature’s  fate  is  not  far  off  that 
of  her’s  whom  I  spoke  of  above ;  and  it  is  not  to  be 
doubted,  but  after  she  has  been  long  enough  a  prey 
to  lust,  she  will  be  delivered  over  to  famine.  The 
ironical  commendation  of  the  industry  and  charity 
of  these  antiquated  ladies,  these  directors  of  sin, 
after  they  can  no  longer  commit  it,  makes  up  the 
beauty  of  the  inimitable  dedication  to  the  Plain- 
Dealer,  and  is  a  master-piece  of  raillery  on  this  vice. 
But  to  understand  all  the  purlieus  of  this  game  the 
better,  and  to  illustrate  this  subject  in  future  dis¬ 
courses,  I  must  venture  myself,  with  my  friend  Will, 
into  the  haunts  of  beauty  and  gallantry ;  from  pam¬ 
pered  vice  in  the  habitations  of  the  wealthy,  to  dis¬ 
tressed  indigent  wickedness  expelled  the  harbours 
of  the  brothel. 


N°  267.  SATURDAY,  JANUARY  5,  1711-12. 

Cedite  Romani  scrip  tores,  cedite  Gruii. 

Piiopert.  El.  34,  lib.  2,  ver.  95. 

Give  place,  ye  Roman,  and  ye  Grecian  wits. 

There  is  nothing  in  nature  so  irksome  as  general 
discourses,  especially  when  they  turn  chiefly  upon 
words.  For  this  reason  I  shall  wave  the  discussion 
of  that  point  which  was  started  some  years  since, 
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whether  Milton’s  Paradise  Lost  may  be  called  an  he¬ 
roic  poem  ?  Those  who  will  not  give  it  that  title, 
may  call  it  (if  they  please)  a  divine  poem.  It  will 
be  sufficient  to  its  perfection,  if  it  has  in  it  all  the 
beauties  of  the  highest  kind  of  poetry  :  and  as  for 
those  who  allege  it  is  not  an  heroic  poem,  they  ad¬ 
vance  no  more  to  the  diminution  of  it,  than  if  they 
should  say  Adam  is  not  iEneas,  nor  Eve  Helen. 

I  shall  therefore  examine  it  by  the  rules  of  epic 
poetry,  and  see  whether  it  falls  short  of  the  Iliad  or 
iEneid,  in  the  beauties  which  are  essential  to  that 
kind  of  writing.  The  first  thing  to  be  considered 
in  an  epic  poem  is  the  fable,  which  is  perfect  or  im¬ 
perfect,  according  as  the  action  which  it  relates  is 
more  dr  less  so.  This  action  should  have  three 
qualifications  in  it.  First,  it  should  be  but  one  ac¬ 
tion.  Secondly,  it  should  be  an  entire  action  ;  and, 
Thirdly,  it  should  be  a  great  action.  To  consider 
the  action  of  the  Iliad,  Aineid,  and  Paradise  Lost, 
in  these  three  several  lights.  Homer,  to  preserve 
the  unity  of  his  action,  hastens  into  the  midst  of 
things,  as  Horace  has  observed.  Had  he  gone  up 
to  Leda’s  egg,  or  begun  much  later,  even  at  the  rape 
of  Helen,  or  the  investing  of  Troy,  it  is  manifest  that 
the  story  of  the  poem  would  have  been  a  series  of 
several  actions.  He  therefore  opens  his  poem  with 
the  discord  of  his  princes,  and  artfully  interweaves, 
in  the  several  succeeding  parts  of  it,  an  account  of 
every  thing  material  which  relates  to  them,  and  had 
passed  before  that  fatal  dissension.  After  the  same 
manner  iEneas  makes  his  first  appearance  in  the 
Tyrrhene  seas,  and  within  sight  of  Italy,  because  the 
action  proposed  to  be  celebrated  was  that  of  his 
settling  himself  in  Latium.  But  because  it  was  ne¬ 
cessary  for  the  reader  to  know  what  had  happened 
to  him  in  the  taking  of  Troy,  and  in  the  preceding 
parts  of  his  voyage,  Virgil  makes  his  hero  relate  it 
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by  way  of  episode  in  the  second  and  third  books  of 
the  yEneid.  The  contents  of  both  which  books 
come  before  those  of  the  first  book  in  the  thread  of 
the  story,  though  for  preserving  this  unity  of  action 
they  follow  them  in  the  disposition  of  the  poem. 
Milton,  in  imitation  of  these  two  great  poets,  opens 
his  Paradise  Lost  with  an  infernal  council  plotting 
the  fall  of  man,  which  is  the  action  he  proposed  to 
celebrate ;  and  as  for  those  great  actions,  which 
preceded  in  point  of  time,  the  battle  of  the  angels, 
and  the  creation  of  the  world,  (which  would  have 
entirely  destroyed  the  unity  of  the  principal  action, 
had  he  related  them  in  the  same  order  that  they 
happened)  he  cast  them  into  the  fifth,  sixth,  and  se¬ 
venth  books,  by  way  of  episode  to  this  noble  poem. 

Aristotle  himself  allows,  that  Homer  has  nothing 
to  boast  of  as  to  the  unity  of  his  fable,  though  at  the 
same  time  that  great  critic  and  philosopher  endea¬ 
vours  to  palliate  this  imperfection  in  the  Greek  poet, 
by  imputing  it  in  some  measure  to  the  very  nature 
of  an  epic  poem.  Some  have  been  of  opinion,  that 
the  rEneid  also  labours  in  this  particular,  and  has 
Episodes  which  may  be  looked  upon  as  excrescences 
rather  than  as  parts  of  the  action.  On  the  contrary, 
the  poem  which  we  have  now  under  our  considera¬ 
tion,  hath  no  other  episodes  than  such  as  naturally 
arise  from  the  subject,  and  yet  is  filled  with  such  a 
multitude  of  astonishing  incidents,  that  it  gives  us  at 
the  same  time  a  pleasure  of  the  greatest  variety  and 
of  the  greatest  simplicity ;  uniform  in  its  nature, 
though  diversified  in  the  execution .* 

I  must  observe  also,  that  as  Virgil,  in  the  poem 
which  was  designed  to  celebrate  the  original  of  the 
Roman  empire,  has  described  the  birth  of  its  great 
rival,  the  Car  thaginian  commonwealth  ;  Milton,  with 

*The  clause  in  Italics. is  notin  the  original  paper  in  folio. 
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the  like  art  in  his  poem  on  the  fall  of  man,  has  re¬ 
lated  the  fall  of  those  angels  who  are  his  professed 
enemies.  Besides  the  many  other  beauties  in  such 
an  episode,  its  running  parallel  with  the  great  action 
of  the  poem  hinders  it  from  breaking  the  unity  so 
much  as  another  episode  would  have  done,  that  had 
not  so  great  an  affinity  with  the  principal  subject. 
In  short,  this  is  the  same  kind  of  beauty  which  the 
critics  admire  in  the  Spanish  Friar,  or  the  Double 
Discovery,  where  the  two  different  plots  look  like 
counter-parts  and  copies  of  one  another. 

The  second  qualification  required  in  the  action  of 
an  epic  poem  is,  that  it  should  be  an  entire  action. 
An  action  is  entire  when  it  is  complete  in  all  its 
parts ;  or,  as  Aristotle  describes  it,  when  it  consists 
of  a  beginning,  a  middle,  and  an  end.  Nothing 
should  go  before  it,  be  intermixed  with  it,  or  follow 
after  it,  that  is  not  related  to  it.  As,  on  the  con¬ 
trary,  no  single  step  should  be  omitted  in  that  just 
and  regular  process  which  it  must  be  supposed  to 
take  from  its  original  to  its  consummation.  Thus 
we  see  the  anger  of  Achilles  in  its  birth,  its  continu¬ 
ance,  and  effects  ;  and  iEneas’s  settlement  in  Italy 
carried  on  through  all  the  oppositions  in  his  way  to 
it  both  by  sea  and  land.  The  action  in  Milton  excels 
(I  think)  both  the  former  in  this  particular  :  we  see 
it  contrived  in  hell,  executed  upon  earth,  and  pu¬ 
nished  by  heaven.  The  parts  of  it  are  told  in  the 
most  distinct  manner,  and  grow  out  of  one  another 
in  the  most  natural  method. 

The  third  qualification  of  an  epic  poem  is  its 
greatness.  The  anger  of  Achilles  was  of  such  con¬ 
sequence  that  it  embroiled  the  kings  of  Greece,  de¬ 
stroyed  the  heroes  of  Troy,  and  engaged  all  the  gods 
in  factions.  ASneas’s  settlement  in  Italy  produced 
the  Caesars  and  gave  birth  to  the  Roman  empire. 
Milton’s  subject  was  still  greater  than  either  of  the 
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former ;  it  does  not  determine  the  fate  of  single  per¬ 
sons  or  nations  ;  but  of  a  whole  species.  The  united 
powers  of  hell  are  joined  together  for  the  destruc¬ 
tion  of  mankind,  which  they  effected  in  part,  and 
would  have  completed,  had  not  Omnipotence  itself 
interposed.  The  principal  actors  are  man  in  his 
greatest  perfection,  and  woman  in  her  highest 
beauty.  Their  enemies  are  the  fallen  angels  ;  the 
Messiah  their  friend,  and  the  Almighty  their  protec¬ 
tor.  In  short,  every  thing  that  is  great  in  the  whole 
circle  of  being,  whether  within  the  verge  of  nature, 
or  out  of  it,  has  a  proper  part  assigned  it  in  this 
admirable  poem. 

In  poetry,  as  in  architecture,  not  only  the  whole, 
but  the  principal  members,  and  every  part  of  them, 
should  be  great.  I  will  not  presume  to  say,  that 
the  book  of  games  in  the  TEneid,  or  that  in  the  Iliad, 
are  not  of  this  nature  ;  nor  to  reprehend  Virgil’s  si¬ 
mile  of  the  top,  and  many  others  of  the  same  kind  in 
the  Iliad,  as  liable  to  any  censure  in  this  particular  ; 
but  I  think  we  may  say,  without  derogating  from 
those  wonderful  performances,  that  there  is  an  un¬ 
questionable  magnificence  in  every  part  of  Paradise 
Lost,  and  indeed  a  much  greater  than  could  have 
been  formed  upon  any  pagan  system. 

But  Aristotle,  by  the  greatness  of  the  action,  does 
not  only  mean  that  it  should  be  great  in  its  nature, 
but  also  in  its  duration,  or,  in  other  words,  that  it 
should  have  a  due  length  in  it,  as  well  as  what  we 
properly  call  greatness.  The  just  measure  of  this 
kind  of  magnitude,  he  explains  by  the  following 
similitude :  An  animal  no  bigger  than  a  mite,  can¬ 
not  appear  perfect  to  the  eye,  because  the  sight,  takes 
it  in  at  once,  and  has  only  a  confused  idea  of  the 
whole,  and  not  a  distinct  idea  of  all  its  parts;  if,  on  the 
contrary,  you  should  suppose  an  animal  often  thou¬ 
sand  furlongs  in  length, the  eye  would  be  so  filled  with 
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a  single  part  of  it,  that  it  could  not  give  the  mind  an 
idea  of  the  whole.  What  these  animals  are  to  the 
eye,  a  very  short  or  a  very  long  action  would  be  to 
the  memory.  The  first  would  be,  as  it  were,  lost 
and  swallowed  up  by  it,  and  the  other  difficult  to  be 
contained  in  it.  Homer  and  Virgil  have  shewn  their 
principal  art  in  this  particular ;  the  action  of  the 
Iliad,  and  that  of  the  iEneid,  were  in  themselves  ex¬ 
ceeding  short,  but  are  so  beautifully  extended  and 
diversified  by  the  invention  of  episodes,  and  the  ma¬ 
chinery  of  gods,  with  the  like  poetical  ornaments, 
that  they  make  up  an  agreeable  story,  sufficient  to 
employ  the  memory  without  overcharging  it.  Mil¬ 
ton’s  action  is  enriched  with  such  a  variety  of  cir¬ 
cumstances,  that  I  have  taken  as  much  pleasure  in 
reading  the  contents  of  his  books,  as  in  the  best  in¬ 
vented  story  I  ever  met  with.  It  is  possible,  that 
the  traditions  on  which  the  Iliad  and  TEneid  were 
built,  had  more  circumstances  in  them,  than  the 
history  of  the  fall  of  man,  as  it  is  related  in  scrip¬ 
ture.  Besides,  it  was  easier  for  Homer  and  Virgil 
to  dash  the  truth  with  fiction,  as  they  were  in  no 
danger  of  offending  the  religion  of  their  country  by 
it.  But  as  for  Milton,  he  had  not  only  a  very  few 
circumstances  upon  which  to  raise  his  poem,  but  was 
also  obliged  to  proceed  with  the  greatest  caution  in 
every  thing  that  he  added  out  of  his  own  invention. 
And  indeed,  notwithstanding  all  the  restraint  he 
was  under,  he  has  filled  his  story  with  so  many  sur¬ 
prising  incidents,  which  bear  so  close  an  analogy 
with  what  is  delivered  in  holy  writ,  that  it  is  capable 
of  pleasing  the  most  delicate  reader,  without  giving 
offence  to  the  most  scrupulous. 

The  modern  critics  have  collected  from  several 
hints  in  the  Iliad  and  TEneid  the  space  of  time,  which 
is  taken  up  by  the  action  of  each  of  those  poems ;  but 
as  a  great  part  of  Milton’s  story  was  transacted  in 
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regions  that  lie  out  of  the  reach  of  the  sun  and  the 
sphere  of  day,  it  is  impossible  to  gratify  the  reader 
with  such  a  calculation,  which  indeed  would  be  more 
curious  than  instructive  ;  none  of  the  critics,  either 
ancient  modern,  having  laid  down  rules  to  circum¬ 
scribe  the  action  of  an  epic  poem  with  any  deter¬ 
mined  number  of  years,  days,  or  hours. 

This  piece  of  criticism  on  Milton’s  Paradise  Lost 
shall  be  carried  on  in  the  following  Saturday’s 
papers.  L. 
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Minus  aptus  acutis  - 
Naribus  horurn  hominum — 

Hor.  1  Sat.  iii.  29. 

- unfit 

For  lively  sallies  of  corporeal  wit. 

,  Creech. 

It  is  not  that  I  think  I  have  been  more  witty  than  I 
ought  of  late,  that  at  present  I  wholly  forbear  any 
attempt  towards  it :  I  am  of  opinion  that  I  ought 
sometimes  to  lay  before  the  world  the  plain  letters 
of  my  correspondents  in  the  artless  dress  in  which 
they  hastily  send  them,  that  the  reader  may  see  I 
am  not  accuser  and  judge  myself,  but  that  the  in¬ 
dictment  is  properly  and  fairly  laid,  before  I  proceed 
against  the  criminal. 

*  MR.  SPECTATOR, 

‘  As  you  are  spectator-general,  I  apply  my¬ 
self  to  you  in  the  following  case,  viz.  I  do  not  wear 
a  sword,  but  I  often  divert  myself  at  the  theatre, 
where  I  frequently  see  a  set  of  fellows  pull  plain 
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people,  by  way  of  humour  and  frolic,  by  the  nose’ 
upon  frivolous  or  no  occasions.  A  friend  of  mine  the 
other  night  applauding  what  a  graceful  exit  Mr. 
Wilks  made,  one  of  those  nose-wringers  overhearing 
him,  pinched  him  by  the  nose.  I  was  in  the  pit  the 
other  night  (when  it  was  very  much  crowded,)  a  gen¬ 
tleman  leaning  upon  me,  and  very  heavily,  I  very 
civilly  requested  him  to  remove  his  hand  ;  for  which 
he  pulled  me  by  the  nose.  I  would  not  resent  it  in 
so  public  place,  because  I  was  unwilling  to  create  a 
disturbance  ;  but  have  since  reflected  upon  it  as  a 
thing  that  is  unmanly  and  disingenuous,  renders  the 
nose-puller  odious,  and  makes  the  person  pulled  by 
the  nose  look  little  and  contemptible.  This  griev¬ 
ance  I  humbly  request  you  would  endeavour  to  re¬ 
dress. 

‘  I  am  your  admirer,  &c. 

‘  JAMES  EASY.’ 


‘  MR.  SPECTATOR, 

‘  Your  discourse  of  the  29th  of  December,*' 
on  love  and  marriage,  is  of  so  useful  a  kind,  that  I 
cannot  forbear  adding  my  thoughts  to  yours  on  that 
subject.  Methinks  it  is  a  misfortune,  that  the  mar¬ 
riage-state,  which  in  its  own  nature  is  adapted  to 
give  us  the  completest  happiness  this  life  is  capable 
of,  should  be  so  uncomfortable  a  one  to  so  many  as 
it  daily  proves.  But  the  mischief  generally  proceeds 
from  the  unwise  choice  people  make  for  themselves, 
and  an  expectation  of  happiness  from  things  not  ca¬ 
pable  of  giving  it.  Nothing  but  the  good  qualities 
of  the  person  beloved  can  be  a  foundation  for  a  love 
of  judgment  and  discretion;  and  whoever  expects 
happiness  from  any  thing  but  virtue,  wisdom,  good- 
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humour,  and  a  similitude  of  manners,  will  find  them¬ 
selves  widely  mistaken.  But  how  few  are  there 
who  seek  after  these  things,  and  do  not  rather  make 
riches  their  chief,  if  not  their  only  aim  ?  How  rare  is 
it  for  a  man,  when  he  engages  himself  in  the  thoughts 
of  marriage,  to  place  his  hopes  of  having  in  such  a 
woman  a  constant  agreeable  companion  ?  One  who 
will  divide  his  cares,  and  double  his  joys  ?  Who  will 
manage  that  share  of  his  estate  he  entrusts  to  her 
care  with  prudence  and  frugality,  govern  his  house 
with  economy  and  discretion,  and  be  an  ornament  to 
himself  and  family  ?  Where  shall  we  find  the  man 
who  looks  out  for  one  who  places  her  chief  happi¬ 
ness  in  the  practice  of  virtue,  and  makes  her  duty 
her  continual  pleasure?  No,  men  rather  seek  for 
money  as  the  complement  of  all  their  desires  ;  and 
regardless  of  whatkind  of  wives  they  take,  they  think 
riches  will  be  a  minister  to  all  kind  of  pleasures,  and 
enable  them  to  keep  mistresses,  horses,  hounds  ;  to 
drink,  feast,  and  game  with  their  companions,  pay 
their  debts  contracted  by  former  extravagancies,  or 
some  such  vile  and  unworthy  end:  and  indulge  them¬ 
selves  in  pleasures  which  are  a  shame  and  scandal  to 
human  nature.  Now  as  for  women ;  how  few  of  them 
are  there,  who  place  the  happiness  of  their  marriage 
in  the  having  a  wise  and  virtuous  friend  ?  One  who 
will  be  faithful  and  just  to  all,  and  constant  and 
loving  to  them  ?  Who  with  care  and  diligence  will 
look  after  and  improve  the  estate,  and,  without 
grudging,  allow  whatever  is  prudent  and  convenient? 
Rather,  how  few  are  there,  who  do  not  place  their 
happiness  in  outshining  others  in  pomp  and  show  ? 
and  that  do  not  think  within  themselves  when  they 
have  married  such  a  rich  person,  that  none  of  their 
acquaintance  shall  appear  so  fine  in  their  equipage, 
so  adorned  in  their  persons,  or  so  magnificent  in  their 
furniture  as  themselves  ?  Thus  their  heads  are  filled 
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with  vain  ideas  ;  and  I  heartily  wish  I  could  say  that 
equipage  and  show  were  not  the  chief  good  of  so 
many  women  as  I  fear  it  is. 

‘  After  this  manner  do  both  sexes  deceive  them¬ 
selves,  and  bring  reflections  and  disgrace  upon  the 
most  happy  and  most  honourable  state  of  life ; 
whereas,  if  they  would  but  correct  their  depraved 
taste,  moderate  their  ambition,  and  place  their  hap¬ 
piness  upon  proper  objects,  we  should  not  find  feli¬ 
city  in  the  marriage-state  such  a  wonder  in  the 
world  as  it  now  is. 

‘  Sir,  if  you  think  these  thoughts  worth  inserting 
among  your  own,  be  pleaeed  to  give  them  a  better 
dress  :  and  let  them  pass  abroad ;  and  you  will 
oblige 

‘  Your  admirer, 

‘  A.  B.’ 


‘  MR.  SPECTATOR, 

1  As  I  was  this  day  walking  in  the  street, 
there  happened  to  pass  by  on  the  other  side  of  the 
way  a  beauty,  whose  charms  were  so  attracting,  that 
it  drew  my  eyes  wholly  on  that  side,  insomuch  that 
I  neglected  my  own  way,  and  chanced  to  run  my 
nose  directly  against  a  post ;  which  the  lady  no 
sooner  perceived,  but  she  fell  into  a  fit  of  laughter, 
though  at  the  same  time  she  was  sensible  that  she 
herself  was  the  cause  of  my  misfortune,  which  in  my 
opinion  was  the  greater  aggravation  of  her  crime.  I 
being  busy  wiping  off  the  blood  which  trickled  down 
my  face,  had  not  time  to  acquaint  her  with  her  bar¬ 
barity,  as  also  with  my  resolution,  viz.  never  to  look 
out  of  my  way  for  one  of  her  sex  more :  therefore, 
that  your  humble  servant  may  be  revenged,  he  de¬ 
sires  you  to  insert  this  in  one  of  your  next  papers, 
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which  he  hopes  will  be  a  warning  to  all  the  rest  of 
the  women-gazers,  as  well  as  to  pc  or 

‘  ANTHONY  GAPE.’ 

4  MR.  SPECTATOR, 

4  I  desire  to  know  in  your  next,  if  the  merry 
game  of  “  The  parson  has  lost  his  cloke,”  is  not 
mightily  in  vogue  amongst  the  fine  ladies  this  Christ¬ 
mas,  because  I  see  they  wear  hoods  of  all  colours, 
which  I  suppose  is  for  that  purpose.  If  it  is,  and 
you  think  it  proper,  I  will  carry  some  of  those  hoods 
with  me  to  our  ladies  in  Yorkshire  :  because  they 
injoined  me  to  bring  them  something  from  London 
that  was  very  new.  If  you  can  tell  any  thing  in 
which  I  can  obey  their  commands  more  agreeably, 
be  pleased  to  inform  me,  and  you  will  extremely 
oblige 

4  Your  humble  servant.’ 


4  mr.  spectator,  4  Oxford,  Dec.  29. 

4  Since  you  appear  inclined  to  be  a  friend 
to  the  distressed,  I  beg  you  would  assist  me  in  an 
affair  under  which  I  have  suffered  very  much.  The 
reigning  toast  of  this  place  is  Patetia ;  I  have  pur¬ 
sued  herwith  the  utmost  diligence  this  twelvemonth, 
and  find  nothing  stands  in  my  way  but  one  who  flat¬ 
ters  her  more  than  I  can.  Pride  is  her  favourite  pas¬ 
sion  ;  therefore  if  you  would  be  so  far  my  friend  as 
to  make  a  favourable  mention  of  me  in  one  of  your 
papers,  I  believe  I  should  not  fail  in  my  addresses. 
The  scholars  stand  in  rows,  as  they  did  to  be 
sure  in  your  time,  at  her  pew  door ;  and  she  has 
all  the  devotion  paid  to  her  by  a  crowd  of  youths 
who  are  unacquainted  with  the  sex,  and  have  inex- 
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perience  added  to  their  passion.  However,  if  it  suc¬ 
ceeds  according  to  my  vows,  you  will  make  me  the 
happiest  man  in  the  world,  and  the  most  obliged 
amongst  all 

‘  Your  humble  servants.’ 


‘  MR.  SPECTATOR, 

‘  I  came  to  my  mistress’s  toilet  this  morn¬ 
ing,  for  I  am  admitted  when  her  face  is  stark  naked : 
she  frowned  and  cried  pish  when  I  said  a  thing  that 
I  stole ;  and  I  will  be  judged  by  you  whether  it  was 
not  very  pretty.  “  Madam,”  said  I,  “  you  shall 
forbear  that  part  of  your  dress  ;  it  may  be  well  in 
others,  but  you  cannot  place  a  patch  where  it  does 
not  hide  a  beauty.” 


N°  269.  TUESDAY,  JANUARY  8,  1711-12. 


- JEvo  rarissima  nostro 

Simplicitas - 

Ovid.  Ars  Am.  i.  241. 

Most  rare  is  now  our  old  simplicity. 

Drvden. 


I  was  this  morning  surprised  with  a  great  knocking 
at  the  door,  when  my  landlady’s  daughter  came  up 
to  me,  and  told  me  that  there  was  a  man  below  de¬ 
sired  to  speak  with  me.  Upon  my  asking  her  who 
it  was,  she  told  me  it  was  a  very  grave  elderly  per¬ 
son,  but  that  she  did  not  know  his  name.  I  imme¬ 
diately  went  down  to  him,  and  found  him  to  be  the 
coachman  of  my  worthy  friend  Sir  Roger  de  Co- 
vol.  x.  H 
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verley.  He  told  me  that  his  master  came  to  town 
last  night,  and  would  be  glad  to  take  a  turn  with 
me  in  Gray’s-inn  walks.  As  I  was  wondering  with 
myself  what  had  brought  Sir  Roger  to  town,  not 
having  lately  received  any  letter  from  him,  he  told 
me  that  his  master  was  come  up  to  get  a  sight  of 
Prince  Eugene,  and  that  he  desired  I  would  imme¬ 
diately  meet  him. 

I  was  not  a  little  pleased  with  the  curiosity  of  the 
old  knight,  though  I  did  not  much  wonder  at  it, 
having  heard  him  say  more  than  once  in  private  dis¬ 
course,  that  he  looked  upon  Prince  Eugenio  (for  so 
the  knight  always  calls  him)  to  be  a  greater  man 
than  Scanderbeg. 

I  was  no  soonor  come  into  Gray’s-inn  walks,  but 
I  heard  my  friend  upon  the  terrace  hemming  twice 
or  thrice  to  himself  with  great  vigour,  for  he  loves 
to  clear  his  pipes  in  good  air  (to  make  use  of  his  own 
phrase),  and  is  not  a  little  pleased  with  any  one  who 
takes  notice  of  the  strength  which  he  still  exerts  in 
his  morning  hems. 

I  was  touched  with  a  secret  joy  at  the  sight  of  the 
good  old  man,  who  before  he  saw  me  was  engaged 
in  conversation  with  a  beggar-man  that  had  asked 
an  alms  of  him.  I  could  hear  my  friend  chide  him 
for  not  finding  out  some  work ;  but  at  the  same 
time  saw  him  put  his  hand  in  his  pocket  and  give 
him  sixpence. 

Our  salutations  were  very  hearty  on  both  sides, 
consisting  of  many  kind  shakes  of  the  hand,  and  se¬ 
veral  affectionate  looks  which  we  cast  upon  one  an¬ 
other.  After  which  the  knight  told  me  my  good 
friend  his  chaplain  was  very  well,  and  much  at  my 
service,  and  that  the  Sunday  before  he  had  made  a 
most  incomparable  sermon  out  of  Dr.  Barrow.  ‘  I 
have  left,’  says  he,  ‘  all  my  affairs  in  his  hands,  and 
being  willing  to  lay  an  obligation  upon  him,  have 
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deposited  with  him  thirty  marks,  to  be  distributed 
among  his  poor  parishioners.’ 

He  then  proceeded  to  acquaint  me  with  the  wel¬ 
fare  of  Will  Wimble.  Upon  which  he  put  his  hand 
into  his  fob  and  presented  me  in  his  name  with  a  to¬ 
bacco-stopper,  telling  me  that  Will  had  been  busy 
all  the  beginning  of  the  winter  in  turning  great  quan¬ 
tities  of  them ;  and  that  he  made  a  present  of  one  to 
every  gentleman  in  the  country  who  has  good  prin¬ 
ciples,  and  smokes.  He  added,  that  poor  Will  was 
at  present  under  great  tribulation,  for  that  Tom 
Touchy  had  taken  the  law  of  him  for  cutting  some 
hazel  sticks  out  of  one  of  his  hedges. 

Among  other  pieces  of  news  which  the  knight 
brought  from  his  country-seat,  he  informed  me  that 
Moll  White  was  dead,  and  that  about  a  month  after 
her  death  the  wind  was  so  very  high,  that  it  blew 
down  the  end  of  one  of  his  barns.  ‘  But  for  my  own 
part,’  says  Sir  Roger,  *  I  do  not  think  that  the  old 
woman  had  any  hand  in  it.’ 

He  afterwards  fell  into  an  account  of  the  diver¬ 
sions  which  had  passed  in  his  house  during  the  holi¬ 
days  ;  for  Sir  Roger,  after  the  laudable  custom  of 
his  ancestors,  always  keeps  open  house  at  Christ¬ 
mas.  I  learned  from  him  that  he  had  killed  eight 
fat  hogs  for  this  season,  that  he  had  dealt  about  his 
chines  very  liberally  amongst  his  neighbours,  and 
that  in  particular  he  had  sent  a  string  of  hogs- pud¬ 
dings  with  a  pack  of  cards  to  every  poor  family  in 
the  parish.  ‘  I  have  often  thought,’  says  Sir  Roger, 
‘  it  happens  very  well  that  Christmas  should  fall  out 
in  the  middle  of  winter.  It  is  the  most  dead  un¬ 
comfortable  time  of  the  year,  when  the  poor  people 
would  suffer  very  much  from  their  poverty  and  cold, 
if  they  had  not  good  cheer,  warm  fires,  and  Christ¬ 
mas  gambols  to  support  them.  I  love  to  rejoice  their 
poor  hearts  at  this  season,  and  to  see  the  whole  vil- 
h  2 
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lage  merry  in  my  great  hall.  I  allow  a  double 
quantity  of  malt  to  my  small-beer,  and  set  it  a  run¬ 
ning  for  twelve  days  to  every  one  that  calls  for  it. 
I  have  always  a  piece  of  cold  beef  and  a  mince- pie 
upon  the  table,  and  am  wonderfully  pleased  to  see 
my  tenants  pass  away  a  whole  evening  in  playing 
their  innocent  tricks,  and  smutting  one  another. 
Our  friend  Will  Wimble  is  as  merry  as  any  of  them, 
and  shews  a  thousand  roguish  tricks  upon  these 
occasions. 

I  was  very  much  delighted  with  the  reflection  of 
my  old  friend,  which  carried  so  much  goodness  in  it. 
He  then  launched  out  into  the  praise  of  the  late  act 
of  parliament  for  securing  the  church  of  England,* 
and  told  me  with  great  satisfaction,  that  he  believed 
it  already  began  to  take  effect,  for  that  a  rigid  dis¬ 
senter,  who  chanced  to  dine  at  his  house  onChrist- 
mas-day,  had  been  observed  to  eat  very  plentifully 
of  his  plum-porridge. 

After  having  dispatched  all  our  country  matters. 
Sir  Roger  made  several  inquiries  concerning  the 
club,  and  particularly  of  his  old  antagonist  Sir  An¬ 
drew  Freeport.  He  asked  me  with  a  kind  of  smile, 
whether  Sir  Andrew  had  not  taken  advantage  of  his 
absence,  to  vent  among  them  some  of  his  republican 
doctrines  ;  but  soon  after  gathering  up  his  counte¬ 
nance  into  a  more  than  ordinary  seriousness,  ‘  Tell 
me  truly,’  says  he, 4  don’t  you  think  Sir  Andrew  had 
a  hand  in  the  pope’s  procession?’ — But  without 
giving  me  time  to  answer  him,  ‘  Well,  well,’  says  he, 
‘  I  know  you  are  a  wary  man,  and  do  not  care  to 
talk  of  public  matters.’ 

The  knight  then  asked  me  if  I  had  seen  Prince 
Eugenio,  and  made  me  promise  to  get  him  a  stand 
in  some  convenient  place  where  he  might'have  a  full 

*  Stat.  10  Ann.  cap.  2.  The  act  against  occasional  con- 
orraity. 
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sight  of  that  extraordinary  man,  whose  presence 
did  so  much  honour  to  the  British  nation.  He  dwelt 
very  long  on  the  praises  of  this  great  general,  and  I 
found  that  since  I  was  with  him  in  the  country,  he 
had  drawn  many  observations  together  out  of  his 
reading  in  Baker’s  Chronicle,  and  other  authors, 
who  always  lie  in  his  hall  window,  which  very  much 
redound  to  the  honour  of  this  prince. 

Having  passed  away  the  greatest  part  of  the 
morning  in  hearing  the  knight’s  reflections,  which 
were  partly  private  and  partly  political,  he  asked 
me  if  I  would  smoke  a  pipe  with  him  over  a  dish  of 
coffee  at  Squires’s  ?  A  s  I  love  the  old  man,  I  take 
delight  in  complying  with  every  thing  that  is  agree¬ 
able  to  him,  and  accordingly  waited  on  him  to  the 
coffee-house,  where  his  venerable  figure  drew  upon 
us  the  eyes  of  the  whole  room.  He  had  no  sooner 
seated  himself  at  the  upper  end  of  the  high  table, 
but  he  called  for  a  clean  pipe,  a  paper  of  tobacco,  a 
dish  of  coffee,  a  wax  candle,  and  the  Supplement,* 
with  such  an  air  of  cheerfulness  and  good-humour, 
that  all  the  boys  in  the  coffee-room  (who  seemed  to 
take  pleasure  in  serving  him)  were  at  once  employed 
on  his  several  errands,  insomuch  that  nobody  else 
could  come  at  a  dish  of  tea,  until  the  knight  had  got 
all  his  conveniencies  about  him.  L. 


*  A  periodical  paper.  J 
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N°  270.  WEDNESDAY,  JANUARY  9,  1711-12. 


Discit  enun  citibs,  meminitque  libentiils  illud, 

Quod  quis  deridet,  quam  quod  probat - 

Hor.  1  Ep.  ii.  262. 

For  what’s  derided  by  the  censuring  crowd, 

Is  thought  on  more  than  what  is  just  and  good. 

Dryden. 

There  is  a  lust  in  man  no  power  can  tame. 

Of  loudly  publishing  his  neighbour’s  shame; 

On  eagle’s  wings  invidious  scandals  fly, 

While  virtuous  actions  are  but  born,  and  die. 

E.  of  Corse. 

Sooner  we  learn,  and  seldomer  forget, 

W’hat  critics  scorn,  than  what  they  highly  rate. 

Hughes’s  Letters,  vol.  ii.  p.  222. 

Ido  not  know  that  I  have  been  in  greater  delight 
for  these  many  years,  than  in  beholding  the  boxes 
at  the  play  the  last  time  The  Scornful  Lady  was 
acted.  So  great  an  assembly  of  ladies  placed  in 
gradual  rows  in  all  the  ornaments  of  jewels,  silks, 
and  colours,  gave  so  lively  and  gay  an  impression 
to  the  heart,  that  methought  the  season  of  the  year 
was  vanished ;  and  I  did  not  think  it  an  ill  expres¬ 
sion  of  a  young  fellow  who  stood  near  me,  that  called 
the  boxes  those  ‘  beds  of  tulips.’  It  was  a  pretty 
variation  of  the  prospect,  when  any  one  of  those  fine 
ladies  rose  up  and  did  honour  to  herself  and  friend 
at  a  distance,  by  curtseying  ;  and  gave  opportunity 
to  that  friend  to  shew  her  charms  to  the  same  ad¬ 
vantage  in  returningthe  salutation.  Here  that  action 
is  asproper  and  graceful  as  it  is  at  church  unbecoming 
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and  impertinent.  By  the  way  I  must  take  the  liberty 
to  observe  . that  I  did  not  see  any  one  who  is  usually  so 
full  of  civilities  at  church,  offer  at  any  such  indecorum 
during  any  part  or  the  action  of  the  play.  Such  beau¬ 
tiful  prospects  gladden  our  minds,  and  when  consi¬ 
dered  in  general,  give  innocent  and  pleasing  ideas. 
He  that  dwells  upon  anyone  object  of  beauty,  may  fix 
his  imagination  to  his  disquiet;  but  the  contemplation 
of  a  whole  assembly  together  is  a  defence  against  the 
incroachment  of  desire.  At  least  to  me,  who  have 
taken  pains  to  look  at  beauty  abstracted  from  the 
consideration  of  its  being  the  object  of  desire  ;  at 
power,  only  as  it  sits  upon  another,  without  any  hopes 
of  partaking  any  share  of  it ;  at  wisdom  and  capacity, 
without  any  pretensions  to  rival  or  envy  its  acquisi¬ 
tions.  I  say  tome,whoamreallyfreefromformingany 
hopes  of  beholding  the  persons  of  beautiful  women, 
or  warming  myself  into  ambition  from  the  successes 
of  other  men,  this  world  is  not  only  a  mere  scene, 
but  a  very  pleasant  one.  Did  mankind  but  know  the 
freedom  which  there  is  in  keeping  thus  aloof  from  the 
world,  I  should  have  more  imitators,  than  the  power- 
fullest  man  in  the  nation  has  followers.  To  be  no 
man’s  rival  in  love,  or  competitor  in  business,  is  a 
character  which,  if  it  does  not  recommend  you  as  it 
ought  to  benevolence  among  those  whom  you  live 
with,  yet  has  it  certainly  this  effect,  that  you  do  not 
stand  so  much  in  need  of  their  approbation,  as  you 
would  if  you  aimed  at  it  more,  in  setting  your  heart 
on  the  same  things  which  the  generality  doat  on.  By 
this  means,  and  with  this  easy  philosophy,  I  am  never 
less  at  a  play  than  when  I  am  at  the  theatre;  but  in¬ 
deed  I  am  seldom  so  well  pleased  with  action  as  in 
that  place;  for  most  men  follow  nature  no  longer  than 
while  they  are  in  their  night-gowns,  and  all  the  busy 
part  of  the  day  are  in  characters  which  they  neither 
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become,  nor  act  in  with  pleasure  to  themselves  or 
their  beholders.  But  to  return  to  my  ladies  :  I  was 
very  well  pleased  to  see  so  great  a  crowd  of  them  as¬ 
sembled  at  a  play,  wherein  the  heroine,  as  the  phrase 
is,  is  so  just  a  picture  of  the  vanity  of  the  sex  in  tor¬ 
menting  their  admirers.  The  lady  who  pines  for  the 
man  whom  she  treats  with  so  much  impertinence  and 
inconstancy,  is  dr  awn  with  much  art  and  humour.  Her 
resolutions  to  be  extremely  civil,  but  her  vanity  aris¬ 
ing  just  at  the  instant  she  resolved  to  express  herself 
kindly,  are  described  as  by  one  who  had  studied  the 
sex.  But  when  my  admiration  is  fixed  upon  this  ex¬ 
cellent  character,  and  two  or  three  others  in  the  play, 
I  must  confess  I  was  moved  with  the  utmost  indig¬ 
nation,  at  the  trivial,  senseless,  and  unnatural  repre¬ 
sentation  of  the  chaplain.  It  is  possible  there  may 
be  a  pedant  in  holy  orders,  and  we  have  seen  one  or 
two  of  them  in  the  world :  but  such  a  driveller  as  Sir 
Roger,*  so  bereft  of  all  manner  of  pride,  which  is 
the  characteristic  of  a  pedant,  is  what  one  would 
not  believe  would  come  into  the  head  of  the  same 
man  who  drew  the  rest  of  the  play.  The  meeting 
between  Welford  and  him  shews  a  wTetch  without 
any  notion  of  the  dignity  of  his  function  ;  and  it  is 
out  of  all  common  sense  that  he  should  give  an  ac¬ 
count  of  himself  ‘  as  one  sent  four  or  five  miles  in  a 
morning,  on  foot,  for  eggs.’  It  is  not  to  be  denied, 
but  this  part,  and  that  of  the  maid  whom  he  makes 
love  to,  are  excellently  wTell  performed ;  but  a  thing 
which  is  blameable  in  itself,  grows  still  more  so  by  the 
success  in  the  execution  of  it.  It  is  so  mean  a  thing 
to  gratify  a  loose  age  with  a  scandalous  representation 


*  In  former  times  priests  were  distinguished  by  the  ad¬ 
dition  of  Sir  to  their  Christian  names,  as  if  they  had  been 
knights.  See  Dodsley’s  Old  Plays,  passin. 
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of  what  is  reputable  among  men,  not  to  say  what  is 
sacred,  that  no  beauty,  no  excellence  in  an  author 
ought  to  atone  for  it ;  nay,  such  excellence  is  an  ag¬ 
gravation  of  his  guilt,  and  an  argument  that  he  errs 
against  the  conviction  of  his  own  understanding  and 
conscience.  Wit  should  be  tried  by  this  rule,  and 
an  audience  should  rise  against  such  a  scene  as  throws 
down  the  reputation  of  any  thing  which  the  consi¬ 
deration  of  religion  or  decency  should  preserve  from 
contempt.  But  all  this  evil  arises  from  this  one  cor¬ 
ruption  of  mind,  that  makes  men  resent  offences 
against  their  virtue,  less  than  those  against  their  un¬ 
derstanding.  An  author  shall  write  as  if  he  thought 
there  was  not  one  man  of  honour  or  woman  of  chastity 
in  the  house,  and  come  off  with  applause :  for  an  in¬ 
sult  upon  all  the  ten  commandments  with  the  little 
critics  is  not  so  bad  as  the  breach  of  an  unity  of  time 
and  place.  Half  wits  do  not  apprehend  the  miseries 
that  must  necessarily  flow  from  a  degeneracy  of  man¬ 
ners  ;  nor  do  they  know  that  order  is  the  support  of 
society.  Sir  Roger  and  his  mistress  are  monsters 
of  the  poet’s  own  forming;  the  sentiments  in  both  of 
them  are  such  as  do  not  arise  in  fools  of  their  educa¬ 
tion.  We  all  know  that  a  silly  scholar,  instead  of 
being  below  every  one  he  meets  with,  is  apt  to  be 
exalted  above  the  rank  of  such  as  are  really  his  supe¬ 
riors:  his  arrogance  is  always  founded  upon  particu¬ 
lar  notions  of  distinction  in  his  own  head,  accompa¬ 
nied  with  a  pedantic  scorn  of  all  fortune  and  pre-emi¬ 
nence,  when  compared  with  his  knowledge  and  learn¬ 
ing.  This  very  one  character  of  Sir  Roger,  as  silly 
as  it  really  is,  has  done  more  towards  the  disparage¬ 
ment  of  holy  orders,  and  consequently  of  virtue  itself, 
than  all  the  wit  of  that  author,  or  any  other,  could 
make  up  for  in  the  conduct  of  the  longest  life  after 
it.  I  do  not  pretend,  in  saying  this,  to  give  myself 
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airs  of  more  virtue  than  my  neighbours,  but  assert  it 
from  the  principles  by  which  mankind  must  always 
be  governed.  Sallies  of  imagination  are  to  be  over¬ 
looked,  when  they  are  committed  out  of  warmth  in 
the  recommendation  of  what  is  praise-worthy;  but  a 
deliberate  advancing  of  vice,  with  all  the  wit  in  the 
world,  is  as  ill  an  action  as  any  that  comes  before  the 
magistrate,  and  ought  to  be  received  as  such  by  the 
people.  T. 


N°  271.  THURSDAY,  JANUARY  10,  1711-12. 


Mille  lrulie)is  varios  adverso  sole  colores. 

Virg.  TEn  iv.  701. 

Drawing  a  thousand  colours  from  the  light. 

Dryden. 

I  receive  a  double  advantage  from  the  letters  of  my 
correspondents;  first,  ,as  they  shew  me  which  of  my 
papers  are  most  acceptable  to  them;  and  in  the  next 
place,  as  they  furnish  me  with  materials  for  new  spe¬ 
culations.  Sometimes  indeed  I  do  not  make  use  of 
the  letter  itself,  but  form  the  hints  of  it  into  plans  of 
my  own  invention :  sometimes  I  take  the  liberty  to 
change  the  language  or  thought  into  my  own  way  of 
speaking  and  thinking,  and  always  (if  it  can  be  done 
without  prejudice  to  the  sense)  omit  the  many  com¬ 
pliments  and  applauses  which  are  usually  bestowed 
upon  me. 

Besides  the  two  advantages  above  mentioned, which 
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I  receive  from  the  letters  that  are  sent  me,  they  give 
me  an  opportunity  of  lengthening  out  my  paper  by 
the  skilful  management  of  the  subscribing  part  at 
the  end  of  them,  which  perhaps  does  not  a  little  con¬ 
duce  to  the  ease  both  of  myself  and  reader. 

Some  will  have  it,  that  I  often  write  to  myself, 
and  am  the  only  punctual  correspondent  I  have. 
This  objection  would  indeed  be  material  were  the 
letters  1  communicate  to  the  public  stuffed  with  my 
oWn  commendations;  and  if  instead  of  endeavouring 
to  divert  and  instruct  my  readers,  I  admired  in  them 
the  beauty  of  my  own  performances.  But  I  shall 
leave  these  wise  conjecturers  to  their  own  imagina¬ 
tions,  and  produce  the  three  following  letters  fo  the 
entertainment  of  the  day. 


‘  SIR, 

‘  I  was  last  Thursday  in  an  assembly  of 
ladies,  where  there  were  thirteen  different  coloured 
hoods.  Your  Spectator  of  that  day  lying  upon  the 
table,  they  ordered  me  to  read  it  to  them,  which 
I  did  with  a  very  clear  voice,  until  I  came  to  the 
Greek  verse  at  the  end  of  it.  I  must  confess  I  was 
a  little  startled  at  its  popping  upon  me  so  unex¬ 
pectedly.  However,  I  covered  my  confusion  as 
well  as  I  could,  and  after  having  muttered  two  or 
three  hard  words  to  myself,  laughed  heartily,  and 
cried  “  a  very  good  jest,  faith.”  The  ladies  de¬ 
sired  me  to  explain  it  to  them  ;  but  I  begged  their 
pardon  for  that,  and  told  them,  that  if  it  had  been 
proper  for  them  to  hear,  they  might  be  sure  the 
author  would  not  have  wrapped  it  up  in  Greek.  I 
then  let  drop  several  expressions,  as  if  there  was 
something  in  it  that  was  not  fit  to  be  spoken  before 
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a  company  of  ladies.  Upon  which  the  matron  of 
the  assembly,  who  was  dressed  in  a  cherry-coloured 
hood,  commended  the  discretion  of  the  writer  for 
having  thrown  his  filthy  thoughts  into  Greek,  which 
was  likely  to  corrupt  but  few  of  his  readers.  At 
the  same  time  she  declared  herself  very  well  pleased 
that  he  had  not  given  a  decisive  opinion  upon  the 
new-fashioned  hoods  ;  “  for  to  tell  you  truly,”  says 
she,  “  I  was  afraid  he  would  have  made  us  ashamed 
to  shew  our  heads.”  Now,  sir,  you  must  know, 
since  this  unlucky  accident  happened  to  me  in  a 
company  of  ladies,  among  whom  I  passed  for  a 
most  ingenious  man,  I  have  consulted  one  who  is 
well  versed  in  the  Greek  language,  and  he  assures 
me  upon  his  word,  that  your  late  quotation  means 
no  more  than  that  “  manners,  not  dress,  are  the 
ornaments  of  a  woman.”  If  this  comes  to  the 
knowledge  of  my  female  admirers,  I  shall  be  very 
hard  put  to  it  to  bring  myself  off  handsomely.  In 
the  mean  while,  I  give  you  this  account,  that  you 
may  take  care  hereafter  not  to  betray  any  of  your 
well-wishers  into  the  like  inconveniences.  It  is  in 
the  number  of  these  that  I  beg  leave  to  subscribe 
myself, 

‘  TOM  TRIPPIT.’ 


‘  MR.  SPECTATOR, 

‘  Your  readers  are  so  well  pleased  with 
your  character  of  Sir  Roger  de  Coverley,  that  there 
appeared  a  sensible  joy  in  every  coffee-house,  upon 
hearing  the  old  knight  was  come  to  town.  I  am 
now  with  a  knot  of  his  admirers,  who  make  it  their 
joint  request  to  you,  that  you  would  give  us  public 
notice  of  the  window  or  balcony  where  the  knight 
intends  to  make  his  appearance.  He  has  already 
given  great  satisfaction  to  several  who  have  seen 
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him  at  Squires’s  coffee-house.  If  you  think  fit  to 
place  your  short  face  at  Sir  Roger’s  left  elbow,  we 
shall  take  the  hint,  and  gratefully  acknowledge  so 
great  a  favour. 

‘  I  am,  sir, 


‘  Your  most  devoted  humble  servant, 


‘C.  D.’ 


‘  SIR, 

‘  Knowing  that  you  are  very  inquisitive  after 
every  thing  that  is  curious  in  nature,  I  will  wait  on 
you  if  you  please  in  the  dusk  of  the  evening,  with 
my  show  upon  my  back,  which  I  carry  about  with 
me  in  a  box,  as  only  consisting  of  a  man,  a  woman, 
and  a  horse.  The  two  first  are  married,  in  which 
state  the  little  cavalier  has  so  well  acquitted  himself, 
that  his  lady  is  with  child.  The  big-bellied  woman 
and  her  husband,  with  their  little  whimsical  palfrey, 
are  so  very  -  light,  that  when  they  are  put  together 
into  a  scale,  an  ordinary  man  may  weigh  down  the. 
whole  family.  The  littleman  is  abully  in  his  nature; 
but  when  he  grows  choleric  I  confine  him  to  his  box 
until  his  wrath  is  over,  by  which  means  I  have 
hitherto  prevented  him  from  doing  mischief.  His 
horse  is  likewise  very  vicious,  for  which  reason  I  am 
forced  to  tie  him  close  to  his  manger  with  a  pack¬ 
thread.  The  woman  is  a  coquette.  She  struts  as 
much  ,as  it  is  possible  for  a  lady  of  two  feet  high,  and 
would  ruin  me  in  silks,  were  not  the  quantity  that 
goes  to  a  large  pincushion  sufficient  to  make  her  a 
gown  and  petticoat.  She  told  me  the  other  day, 
that  she  heard  the  ladies  wore  coloured  hoods,  and 
ordered  me  to  get  her  one  of  the  finest  blue.  I  am 
forced  to  comply  with  her  demands  whilst  she  is  in 
herpresent  condition,  being  very  willing  tohave  more 
of  the  same  breed.  I  do  not  know  what  she  may 
VOL.  x.  i 
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produce  me,  but  provided  it  be  a  show  I  shall  be  very 
well  satisfied.  Such  novelties  should  not,  I  think, 
be  concealed  from  the  British  Spectator ;  for  which 
reason  I  hope  you  will  excuse  this  presumption  in 
‘  Your  most  dutiful,  most  obedient, 

‘  aud  most  humble  servant, 


*  #  * 


Three  dwarfs,  a  very  little  man,  a  woman  equally  di¬ 
minutive,  and  a  horse  proportionally  so,  were  on  exhibi¬ 
tion  in  London  about  this  time. 


N°  272.  FRIDAY,  JANUARY  11,  1711-12. 


Ambages 


Longa  est  injuria,  longa 

Virg.  Ain.  i.  345. 


Great  is  the  injury,  and  long  the  tale. 


‘  MR.  SPECTATOR, 

‘  Th  e  occasion  of  this  letter  is  of  so  great,  importance, 
and  the  circumstances  of  it  such,  that  I  know  you 
will  but  think  it  just  to  insert  it,  in  preference  of  all 
other  matters  that  can  present  themselves  to  your 
consideration.  I  need  not,  after  I  have  said  this, 
tell  you  that  I  am  in  love.  The  circumstances  of 
my  passion  I  shall  let  you  understand  as  well  as  a 
disordered  mind  will  admit.  “  That  cursed  pick- 
thank,  Mrs.  Jane!”  Alas,  I  am  railing  at  one  to 
you  by  her  name,  as  familiarly  as  if  you  were  ac¬ 
quainted  with  her  as  well  as  myself:  but  I  will  tell 
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you  all,  as  fast  as  the  alternate  interruptions  of  love 
and  anger  will  give  me  leave.  There  is  the  most 
agreeable  young  woman  in  the  world,  whom  I  am 
passionately  in  love  with,  and  from  whom  I  have  for 
some  space  of  time  received  as  great  marks  of  favour 
as  were  fit  for  her  to  give,  or  me  to  desire.  The 
successful  progress  of  the  affair,  of  all  others  the  most 
essential  towards  a  man’s  happiness,  gave  a  new  life 
and  spirit  not  only  to  my  behaviour  and  discourse, 
but  also  a  certain  grace  to  all  my  actions  in  the  com¬ 
merce  of  life,  in  all  things  however  remote  from  love. 
You  know  the  predominant  passion  spreads  itself 
through  all  a  man’s  transactions,  and  exalts  or  de¬ 
presses  him  according  to  the  nature  of  such  passion. 
But,  alas !  I  have  not  yet  begun  my  story,  and  what 
is  making  sentences  and  observations  when  a  man  is 
pleading  for  his  life  ?  To  begin  then.  This  lady  has 
corresponded  with  me  under  the  names  of  love,  she 
my  Belinda,  I  her  Cleanthes.  Though  I  am  thus 
well  got  into  the  account  of  my  affair,  I  cannot  keep 
in  the  thread  of  it  so  much  as  to  give  you  the  cha¬ 
racter  of  Mrs.  Jane,  whom  I  will  not  hide  under  a 
borrowedname;  but  let  you  know,  that  this  creature 
has  been,  since  I  knew  her,  very  handsome  (though 
I  will  not  allow  her  even  “  she  has  been”  for  the  fu¬ 
ture),  and  during  the  time  of  her  bloom  and  beauty, 
was  so  great  a  tyrant  to  her  lovers,  so  over-valued 
herself  and  under-rated  all  her  pretenders,  that  they 
have  deserted  her  to  a  man :  and  she  knows  no  com¬ 
fort  but  that  common  one  to  all  in  her  condition,  the 
pleasure  of  interrupting  the  amours  of  others.  It  is 
impossible  but  you  must  have  seen  several  of  these 
volunteers  in  malice,  who  pass  their  whole  time  in 
the  most  laborious  way  of  life  in  getting  intelligence, 
running  from  place  to  place  with  new  whispers, 
without  reaping  any  other  benefit  but  the  hopes  of 
makingothers  as  unhappy  as  themselves.  Mrs.  Jane 
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happened  to  be  at  a  place  where  I,  with  many  others 
well  acquainted  with  my  passion  for  Belinda,  passed 
a  Christmas  evening.  There  was  among  the  rest  a 
young  lady,  so  free  in  mirth,  so  amiable  in  a  just  re¬ 
serve  that  accompanied  it ;  I  wrong  her  to  call  it  a 
reserve,  but  there  appeared  in  her  a  mirth  or  cheer¬ 
fulness  which  was  not  a  forbearance  of  more  immo¬ 
derate  joy,  but  the  natural  appearance  of  all  which 
could  flow  from  a  mind  possessed  of  an  habit  of  inno¬ 
cence  and  purity.  I  must  have  utterly  forgot  Belin¬ 
da  to  have  taken  no  notice  of  one  who  was  growing 
up  to  the  same  womanly  virtues  which  shine  to  per¬ 
fection  in  her,  had  I  not  distinguished  one  who  seemed 
to  promise  to  the  world  the  same  life  and  conduct  with 
my  faithful  and  lovely  Belinda.  When  the  company 
broke  up,  the  fine  young  thing  permitted  me  to  take 
care  of  her  home.  Mrs.  Jane  saw  my  particular  re¬ 
gard  to  her,  and  was  informed  of  my  attending  her 
to  her  father’s  house.  She  came  early  to  Belinda 
the  next  morning,  and  asked  her  “  if  Mrs.  Such-a- 
one  had  been  with  her?”  “  No.”  “  If  Mr.  Such- 
a-one’s  lady?”  “  No.”  “  Nor  your  cousin  Such- 
a-one?”  “  No.” — “  Lord,”  says  Mrs.  Jane,  “  what 
is  the  friendship  of  women? — Nay,  they  may  well 
laugh  at  it. — And  did  no  one  tell  you  any  thing  of 
the  behaviour  of  your  lover,  Mr.  What-d  ’ye-call,  last 
night?  But  perhaps  it  is  nothing  to  you  that  he  is 

to  be  married  to  young  Mrs.  - - on  Tuesday  next?” 

Belinda  was  here  ready  to  die  with  rage  and  jealousy. 
Then  Mrs.  Jane  goes  on :  “I  have  a  young  kinsman 
who  is  clerk  to  a  great  conveyancer,  who  shall  shew 
you  the  rough  draught  of  the  marriage  settlement. 
The  world  says,  her  father  gives  him  two  thousand 
pounds  more  than  he  could  have  with  you.”  I  went 
innocently  to  wait  on  Belinda  as  usual,  but  was  not 
admitted ;  I  writ  to  her,  and  my  letter  was  sent  back 
unopened.  Poor  Betty,  her  maid,  who  is  on  my  side, 
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has  been  here  just  now  blubbering,  and  told  me  the 
whole  matter.  She  says  she  did  not  think  I  could  be 
so  base ;  and  that  she  is  now  so  odious  to  her  mistress 
for  having  so  often  spoke  well  of  me,  that  she  dare 
not  mention  me  more.  All  our  hopes  are  placed  in 
having  these  circumstances  fairly  represented  in  the 
Spectator,  which  Betty  says  she  dare  not  but  bring 
up  as  soon  as  it  is  brought  in ;  and  has  promised 
when  you  have  broke  the  ice  to  own  this  was  laid 
between  us,  and  when  I  can  come  to  an  hearing,  the 
young  lady  will  support  what  we  say  by  her  testi¬ 
mony,  that  I  never  saw  her  but  that  once  in  my 
whole  life.  Dear  sir,  do  not  omit  this  true  relation, 
nor  think  it  too  particular;  for  there  are  crowds 
of  forlorn  coquettes  who  intermingle  themselves  with 
our  ladies,  and  contract  familiarities  out  of  malice, 
and  with  no  other  design  but  to  blast  the  hopes  of 
lovers,  the  expectation  of  parents,  and  the  benevo¬ 
lence  of  kindred.  I  doubt  not  but  I  shall  be, 

‘  SIR, 

•  Your  most  obliged  humble  servant, 

‘  CLEANTIIES.’ 


‘  SIR,  ‘  Will’s  Coffee-house,  Jan.  10. 

‘The  other  day  entering  a  room  adorned 
with  the  fair  sex,  I  offered,  after  the  usual  manner, 
to  each  of  them  a  kiss ;  but  one,  more  scornful  than 
the  rest,  turned  her  cheek.  I  did  not  think  it  pro¬ 
per  to  take  any  notice  of  it  until  I  had  asked  your 
advice. 

‘  Your  humble  servant, 

‘  e.  s.’ 

The  correspondent  is  desired  to  say  which  cheek 
the  offender  turned  to  him. 

i  3 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 

From  the  parish-vestry,  January  9. 

All  ladies  who  come  to  church  in  the  new-fashion¬ 
ed  hoods,  are  desired  to  be  there  before  divine  ser¬ 
vice  begins,  lest  they  divert  the  attention  of  the 
congregation. 

T.  RALPH. 
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- Notutidi  sunt  tibi  mores. 

Hor.  Ars.  Poet.  ver.  156. 

Note  well  the  manners. 

Having  examined  the  action  of  Paradise  Lost,  let 
us  in  the  next  place  consider  the  actors.  This  is 
Aristotle’s  method  of  considering,  first  the  fable,  and 
secondly  the  manners ;  or,  as  we  generally  call  them 
in  English,  the  fable  and  the  characters. 

Homer  has  excelled  all  the  heroic  poets  that  ever 
wrote  in  the  multitude  and  variety  of  his  characters. 
Every  god  that  is  admitted  into  his  poem,  acts  a  part 
which  would  have  been  suitahle  to  no  other  deity. 
His  princes  are  as  much  distinguished  by  their  man¬ 
ners,  as  by  their  dominions ;  and  even  those  among 
them,  whose  characters  seem  wholly  made  up  of 
courage,  differ  from  one  another  as  to  the  particular 
kinds  of  courage  in  which  they  excel.  In  short, 
there  is  scarce  a  speech  or  action  in  the  Iliad,  which 
the  reader  may  not  ascribe  to  the  person  who 
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speaks  or  acts,  without  seeing  his  name  at  the  head 
of  it. 

Homer  does  not  only  outshine  all  other  poets  in 
the  variety,  but  also  in  the  novelty  of  his  characters. 
He  has  introduced  among  his  Grecian  princes  a  per¬ 
son  who  had  lived  thrice  the  age  of  man,  and  con¬ 
versed  with  Theseus,  Hercules,  Polyphemus,  and  the 
first  race  of  heroes.  His  principal  actor  is  the  son 
of  a  goddess,  not  to  mention  the  offspring  of  other 
deities,  who  have  likewise  a  place  in  his  poem,  and 
the  venerable  Trojan  prince,  who  was  the  father  of 
so  many  kings  and  heroes.  There  is  in  these  several 
characters  of  Homer,  a  certain  dignity  as  well  as 
novelty,  which  adapts  them  in  a  more  peculiar 
manner  to  the  nature  of  an  heroic  poem.  Though, 
at  the  same  time,  to  give  them  the  greater  variety, 
he  has  described  a  Vulcan,  that  is  a  buffoon,  among 
his  gods,  and  a  Thersites  among  his  mortals. 

Virgil  falls  infinitely  short  of  Homer  in  the  cha¬ 
racters  of  his  poem,  both  as  to  their  variety  and 
novelty.  JEneas  is  indeed  a  perfect  character  ;  but 
as  for  Achates,  though  he  is  styled  the  hero’s  friend, 
he  does  nothing  in  the  whole  poem  which  may  de¬ 
serve  that  title.  Gyas,  Mnestheus,  Sergestus,  and 
Cloanthes,  are  all  of  them  men  of  the  same  stamp 
and  character : 


- Fortemque  Gyan,fortemque  Clounthum. 

There  are,  indeed,  several  natural  incidents  in  the 
part  of  Ascanius ;  and  that  of  Dido  cannot  be  suffi¬ 
ciently  admired.  I  do  not  see  any  thing  new  or  par¬ 
ticular  in  Turnus.  Pallas  and  Evander  are  remote 
copies  of  Hector  and  Priam,  as  Lausus  and  Mezen- 
tius  are  almost  parallels  to  Pallas  and  Evander.  The 
characters  of  Nisus  and  Euryalus  are  beautiful,  but 
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common.  We  must  not  forget  the  parts  of  Sinon, 
Camilla,  and  some  few  others,  which  are  fine  im¬ 
provements  on  the  Greek  poet.  In  short,  there  is 
neither  that  variety  nor  novelty  in  the  persons  of  the 
iEneid,  which  we  meet  with  in  those  of  the  Iliad. 

If  we  look  into  the  characters  of  Milton,  we. shall 
find  that  he  has  introduced  all  the  variety  his  fable 
was  capable  of  receiving.  The  whole  species  of  man¬ 
kind  was  in  two  persons  at  the  time  to  which  the 
subject  of  his  poem  is  confined.  We  have,  however, 
four  distinct  characters  in  these  two  persons.  We 
see  man  and  woman  in  the  highest  innocence  and 
perfection,  and  in  the  most  abject  state  of  guilt  and 
infirmity.  The  two  last  characters  are,  indeed,  very 
common  and  obvious,  but  the  two  first  are  not  only 
more  magnificent,  but  more  new  than  any  characters 
either  in  Virgil  or  Homer,  or  indeed  in  the  whole 
circle  of  nature. 

Milton  was  so  sensible  of  this  defect  in  the  subject 
of  his  poem,  and  of  the  few  characters  it  would  af¬ 
ford  him,  that  he  has  brought  into  it  two  actors  of  a 
shadowy  and  fictitious  nature,  in  the  persons  of  Sin 
and  Death,  by  which  means  he  has  wrought  into  the 
body  of  his  fable  a  very  beautiful  and  well-invented 
allegory.  But  notwithstanding  the  fineness  of  this 
allegory  may  atone  for  it  in  some  measure,  I  cannot 
think  that  persons  of  such  a  chimerical  existence  are 
proper  actors  in  an  epic  poem  ;  because  there  is  not 
that  measure  of  probability  annexed  to  them,  which 
is  requisite  in  writings  of  this  kind,  as  I  shall  shew 
more  at  large  hereafter. 

Virgil  has  indeed  admitted  Fame  as  an  actress  in 
the  iEneid,  but  the  part  she  acts  is  very  short,  and 
none  of  the  most  admired  circumstances  in  that  divine 
work.  We  find  in  mock-heroic  poems,  particularly 
in  the  Dispensary,  and  the  Lutrin,  several  allegorical 
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persons  of  this  nature,  which  are  very  beautiful  in 
those  compositions,  and  may  perhaps  be  used  as  an 
argument,  that  the  authors  of  them  were  of  opinion 
such  characters  might  have  a  place  in  an  epic  work. 
For  my  own  part  I  should  be  glad  the  reader  would 
think  so,  for  the  sake  of  the  poem  I  am  now  examin¬ 
ing  ;  and  must  further  add,  that  if  such  empty  un¬ 
substantial  beings  may  be  ever  made  use  of  on  this 
occasion,  never  were  any  more  nicely  imagined,  and 
employed  in  more  proper  actions,  than  those  of 
which  I  am  now  speaking. 

Another  principal  actor  in  this  poem  is  the  great 
enemy  of  mankind.  The  part  of  Ulysses  in  Homer’s 
Odyssey  is  very  much  admired  by  Aristotle,  as  per¬ 
plexing  that  fable  with  very  agreeable  plots  and  in¬ 
tricacies,  not  only  by  the  many  adventures  in  his 
voyage,  and  the  subtilty  of  his  behaviour,  but  by  the 
various  concealments  and  discoveries  of  his  person 
in  several  parts  of  that  poem.  But  the  crafty  being 
I  have  now  mentioned  makes  a  much  longer  voyage 
than  Ulysses,  puts  in  practice  many  more  wiles  and 
stratagems,  and  hides  himself  under  a  greater  variety 
of  shapes  and  appearances,  all  of  which  are  severally 
detected,  to  the  great  delight  and  surprise  of  the 
reader. 

We  may  likewise  observe  with  how  much  art  the 
poet  has  varied  several  characters  of  the  persons  that 
speak  in  his  infernal  assembly.  On  the  contrary, 
how  has  he  represented  the  whole  Godhead  exert¬ 
ing  itself  towards  man  in  its  full  benevolence  under 
the  threefold  distinction  of  a  Creator,  a  Redeemer, 
and  a  Comforter ! 

Nor  must  we  omit  the  person  of  Raphael,  who, 
amidst  his  tenderness  and  friendship  for  man,  shews 
such  a  dignity  and  condescension  in  all  his  speech 
and  behaviour,  as  are  suitable  to  a  superior  nature. 
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The  angels  are  indeed  as  much  diversified  in  Milton, 
and  distinguished  by  their  proper  parts,  as  the  gods 
are  in  Homer  and  Virgil.  The  reader  will  find 
nothing  ascribed  to  Uriel,  Gabriel,  Michael,  or  Ra¬ 
phael,  which  is  not  in  a  particular  manner  suitable 
to  their  respective  characters.* 

There  is  another  circumstance  in  the  principal 
actors  of  the  Iliad  and  iEneid,  which  gives  a  peculiar 
beauty  to  those  two  poems,  and  was  therefore  con¬ 
trived  with  very  great  judgment.  I  mean  the  authors 
having  chosen  for  their  heroes,  persons  who  were  so 
nearly  related  to  the  people  for  whom  they  wrote. 
Achilles  was  a  Greek,  and  iEneas  the  remote  founder 
of  Rome.  By  this  means  their  countrymen  (whom 
they  principally  propose  to  themselves  for  their 
readers)  were  particularly  attentive  to  all  the  parts 
of  their  story,  and  sympathised  with  their  heroes  in 
all  their  adventures.  A  Roman  could  not  but  rejoice 
in  the  escapes,  successes,  and  victories  of  JEneas, 
and  be  grieved  at  any  defeats,  misfortunes,  or  dis¬ 
appointments  that  befel  him  ;  as  a  Greek  must  have 
had  the  same  regard  for  Achilles.  And  it  is  plain, 
that  each  of  those  poems  have  lost  this  great  advan¬ 
tage,  among;  those  readers  to  whom  their  heroes  are 
as  strangers,  or  indifferent  persons. 

Milton’s  poem  is  admirable  in  this  respect,  since 
it  is  impossible  for  any  of  its  readers,  whatever  na¬ 
tion,  countrv,  or  people  he  may  belong  to,  not  to  be 
related  to  the  persons  who  are  the  principal  actors 
in  it ;  but  what  is  still  infinitely  more  to  its  advan¬ 
tage,  the  principal  actors  in  this  poem  are  not  only 
our  progenitors,  but  our  representatives.  We  have  an 
actual  interest  in  every  thing  they  do,  and  no  less 


*  These  two  last  sentences  were  not  in  the  original 
paper  in  folio. 
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than  our  utmost  happiness  is  concerned,  and  lies  at 
stake  in  all  their  behaviour. 

I  shall  subjoin,  as  a  corollary  to  the  foregoing-  re¬ 
mark,  an  admirable  observation  out  of  Aristotle, 
which  has  been  very  much  misrepresented  in  the 
quotations  of  some  modern  critics  ;  ‘  If  a  man  of  pei’- 
fect  and  consummate  virtue  falls  into  a  misfortune,  it 
raises  our  pity,  but  not  our  terror,  because  we  do 
not  fear  that  it  may  be  our  own  case,  who  do  not  re¬ 
semble  the  suffering  person.’  But,  as  that  great  phi¬ 
losopher  adds,  *  if  we  see  a  man  of  virtue  mixt  with 
infirmities  fall  into  any  misfortune,  it  does  not  only 
raise  our  pity  but  our  terror  ;  because  we  are  afraid 
that  the  like  misfortunes  may  happen  to  ourselves, 
who  resemble  the  character  of  the  suffering  person.’ 

I  shall  take  another  opportunity  to  observe,  that 
a  person  of  an  absolute  and  consummate  virtue 
should  never  be  introduced  in  tragedy,  and  shall  only 
remark  in  this  place,  that  the  foregoing  observation 
of  Aristotle,  though  it  may  be  true  in  other  occa¬ 
sions,  does  not  hold  in  this  ;  because  in  the  present 
case,  though  the  persons  who  fall  into  misfortune 
are  of  the  most  perfect  and  consummate  virtue,  it  is 
not  to  be  considered  as  what  may  possibly  be,  but 
what  actually  is  our  own  case  ;  since  we  are  em¬ 
barked  with  them  on  the  same  bottom,  and  must  be 
partakers  of  their  happiness  of  misery. 

In  this,  and  some  other  very  few  instances,  Ari¬ 
stotle’s  rules  for  epic  poetry  (which  he  had  drawn 
from  his  reflections  upon  Homer)  cannot  be  supposed 
to  quadrate  exactly  with  the  heroic  poems  which 
have  been  made  since  his  time  ;  since  it  is  plain  his 
rules  would  still  have  been  more  perfect,  could  he 
have  perused  the  iEneid,  which  was  made  some 
hundred  yea  s  after  his  death. 

In  my  next,  I  shall  go  through  other  parts  of  Mil- 
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ton's  poem ;  and  hope  that  what  I  shall  there  ad" 
vanee,  as  well  as  what  I  have  already  tvritten,  wil^ 
not  only  serve  as  a  comment  upon  Milton,  but  upon 
Aristotle.  L. 
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Audire  est  opera  pretium,  procedere  recte 
Qui  meechis  non  vultis - 

Hor.  1  Sat.  ii.  37. 

All  you,  who  think  the  city  ne’er  can  thrive 
Till  every  cuckold-maker’s  flay’d  alive. 

Attend. - 

Pope. 

I  have  upon  several  occasions  (that  have  occurred 
since  I  first  took  into  my  thoughts  the  present  state 
of  fornication)  weighed  with  myself  in  behalf  of 
guilty  females,  the  impulses  of  flesh  and  blood,  toge¬ 
ther  with  the  arts  and  gallantries  of  crafty  men  ;  and 
reflect  with  some  scorn  that  most  part  of  what  we  in 
our  youth  think  gay  and  polite,  is  nothing  else  but 
an  habit  of  indulging  a  pruriency  that  way.  It  will 
cost  some  labour  to  bring  people  to  so  lively  a  sense 
of  this,  as  to  recover  the  manly  modesty  in  the  be¬ 
haviour  of  my  men  readers,  aud  the  bashful  grace 
in  the  faces  of  my  women  ;  but  in  all  cases  which 
come  into  debate,  there  are  certain  things  previously 
to  be  done  before  we  can  have  a  true  light  into  the 
subject  matter  :  therefore  it  will,  in  the  first  place,  be 
necessary  to  consider  the  impotent  wenchers  .and 
industrious  hags,  who  are  supplied  with,  and  are 
constantly  supplying  new  sacrifices  to  the  devil  of 
lust.  Youare  to  know  then,  if  you  are  so  happy  as 
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not  to  know  it  already,  that  the  great  havock  which 
is  made  in  the  habitations  of  beauty  and  innocence, 
is  committed  by  such  as  can  only  lay  waste  and  not 
enjoy  the  soil.  When  you  observe  the  present  state 
ofvice  and  virtue,  the  offenders  are  such  as  one  would 
think  should  have  no  impulse  to  what  they  are  pur¬ 
suing  ;  as  in  business,  you  see  sometimes  fools  pre¬ 
tend  to  be  knaves,  so  in  pleasure,  you  will  find  old 
men  set  up  for  wenchers.  This  latter  sort  of  men  are 
the  great  basis  and  fund  of  iniquity  in  the  kind  we 
are  speaking  of ;  you  shall  have  an  old  rich  man  often 
receive  scrawls  from  the  several  quarters  of  the  town, 
with  descriptions  of  the  new  wares  in  their  hands, 
if  he  will  please  to  send  word  when  he  will  be 
waited  on.  This  interview  is  contrived,  and  the  in¬ 
nocent  is  brought  to  such  indecencies,  as  from  time  to 
time  banish  shame  and  raise  desire.  With  these  pre¬ 
paratives  the  hags  break  their  wards  by  little  and  lit¬ 
tle,  until  they  are  brought  to  lose  all  apprehensions 
of  what  shall  befal  them  in  the  possession  of  younger 
men.  It  is  a  common  postscript  of  an  hag  to  a  young 
fellow  whom  she  invites  to  a  new  woman,  ‘  She  has, 
I  assure  you,  seen  none  but  old  Mr.  Such-a-one.’  It 
pleases  the  old  fellow  that  the  nymph  is  brought  to 
him  unadorned,  and  from  his  bounty  she  is  accommo¬ 
dated  with  enough  to  dress  her  for  other  lovers.  This  is 
the  most  ordinary  method  of  bringing  beauty  and  po¬ 
verty  into  the  possession  of  the  town :  but  the  par¬ 
ticular  cases  of  kind  keepers,  skilful  pimps,  and  all 
others  who  drive  a  separate  trade,  and  are  not  in  the 
general  society  or  commerce  of  sin,  will  require 
distinct  consideration.  At  the  same  time  that  we 
are  thus  severe  on  the  abandoned,  we  are  to  repre¬ 
sent  the  case  of  others  with  that  mitigation  as  the  cir¬ 
cumstances  demand.  Calling  names  does  no  good ; 
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to  speak  worse  of  any  tiling-  than  it  deserves,  does  only 
take  off  from  the  credit  of  the  accuser,  and  has  impli¬ 
citly  the  force  of  an  apology  in  the  behalf  of  the  per¬ 
son  accused.  We  shall,  therefore,  according  as  the 
circumstances  differ,  vary  our  appellations  of  these 
criminals  :  those  who  offend  only  against  themselves, 
and  are  not  scandals  to  society,  but,  out  of  deference 
to  the  sober  part  of  the  world,  have  so  much  good 
left  in  them  as  to  be  ashamed,  must  not'be  huddled  in 
the  common  word  due  to  the  worst  of  women ;  but 
regard  is  to  be  had  to  their  circumstances  when  they 
fell,  to  the  uneasy  perplexity  under  which  they  lived 
under  senseless  and  severe  parents,  to  the  importu¬ 
nity  of  poverty,  to  the  violence  of  a  passion  in  its 
beginning  well  grounded,  and  all  other  alleviations 
which  make  unhappy  women  resign  the  character¬ 
istic  of  their  sex,  modesty.  To  do  otherwise  than 
thus,  would  be  to  act  like  a  pedantic  Stoic,  who 
thinks  all  crimes  alike,  and  not  like  an  impartial 
Spectator,  who  looks  upon  them  with  all  the  circum¬ 
stances  that  diminish  or  enhance  the  guilt.  I  am  in 
hopes,  if  this  subject  be  well  pursued,  women  will 
hereafter  from  their  infancy  be  treated  with  an  eye 
to  their  future  state  in  the  world  ;  and  not  have 
their  tempers  made  too  untractable  from  an  impro¬ 
per  sourness  or  pride,  or  too  complying  from  fa¬ 
miliarity  '  or  forwardness  contracted  at  their  own 
houses.  After  these  hints  on  this  subject,  I  shall 
end  this  paper  with  the  following  genuine  letter  ; 
and  desire  all  who  think  they  may  be  concerned  in 
future  speculations  on  this  subject,  to  send  in  what 
they  have  to  say  for  themselves  for  some  incidents 
in  their  lives,  in  order  to  have  proper  allowances 
made  for  their  conduct. 
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1  MR.  SPECTATOR,  ‘  Jan.  5, 1711-12. 

‘  The  subject  of  your  yesterday’s  Paper  is  of 
so  great  importance,  that  the  thorough  handling  of 
it  may  be  so  very  useful  to  the  preservation  of  many 
an  innocent  young  creature,  that  I  think  every  one 
is  obliged,  to  furnish  you  with  what  lights  he  can  to 
expose  the  pernicious  arts  and  practices  of  those 
unnatural  women  called  bawds.  In  order  to  this,  the 
inclosed  is  sent  you,  which  is  verbatim  the  copy 
of  a  letter  written  by  a  bawd  of  figure  in  this  town 
to  a  noble  lord.  I  have  concealed  the  names  of  both, 
my  intention  being  not  to  expose  the  persons,  but 
the  thing. 

‘  I  am,  sIr, 

‘  Your  humble  servant.’ 


‘  MY  LORD, 

‘  I  having  a  great  esteem  for  your  honour, 
and  a  better  opinion  of  you  than  of  any  of  the  quality, 
makes  me  acquaint  you  of  an  affair  that  I  hope  will 
oblige  you  to  know.  I  have  a  niece  that  came  to 
town  about  a'  fortnight  ago.  Her  parents  being 
lately  dead,  she  came  to  me,  expecting  to  a  found 
me  in  so  good  a  condition  as  to  a  set  her  up  in  a 
milliner’s  shop.  Her  father  gave  fourscore  pound 
with  her  for  five  years  :  her  time  is  out,  and  she  is 
not  sixteen  :  as  pretty  a  black  gentlewoman  as  ever 
you  saw ;  a  little  woman,  which  I  know  your  lord- 
ship  likes  ;  well  shaped,  and  as  fine  a  complexion 
for  red  and  white  as  ever  I  styw  ;  I  doubt  not  but 
your  lordship  will  be  of  the  same  opinion.  She  de¬ 
signs  to  go  down  about  a  month  hence,  except  I  can 
provide  for  her,  which  I  cannot  at  present.  Her 
father  was  one  with  whom  all  he  had  died  with  him, 
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so  there  is  four  children  left  destitute ;  so  if  your 
lordship  thinks  proper  to  make  an  appointment 
where  I  shall  wait  on  you  with  my  niece,  by  a  line 
or  two,  I  stay  for  your  answer ;  for  I  have  no  place 
fitted  up  since  I  left  my  house,  fit  to  entertain  your 
honour.  I  told  her  she  should  go  with  me  to  see  a 
gentleman,  a  very  good  friend  of  mine  ;  so  I  desire 
you  to  take  no  notice  of  my  letter,  by  reason  she  is 
ignorant  of  the  ways  of  the  town.  My  lord,  I  desire 
if  you  meet  us  to  come  alone  ;  for  upon  my  word 
and  honour  you  are  the  first  that  I  ever  mentioned 
her  to.  So  I  remain 

‘  Your  lordship’s 
‘  Most  humble  servant  to  command.  ’ 


*  I  beg  of  you  to  burn  it  when  you’ve  read  it.’ 

T. 
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- tribus  Anlicyris  caput  insambile - 

Hor.  Ars  Poet.  ver.  300. 

A  head,  no  hellebore  can  cure. 

I  was  yesterday  engaged  in  an  assembly  of  virtuo¬ 
sos,  where  one  of  them  produced  many  curious  ob¬ 
servations  which  he  had  lately  made  in  the  anatomy 
of  an  human  body.  Another  of  the  company  com¬ 
municated  to  us  severaal  wonderful  discoveries,  which 
he  had  also  made  on  the  same  subject,  by  the  help  of 
very  fine  glasses.  This  gave  birth  to  a  great  variety 
of  uncommon  remarks,  and  furnished  discourse  for 
the  remaining  part  of  the  day. 
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The  different  opinions  which  were  started  on  this 
occasion  presented  to  my  imagination  so  many  new 
ideas,  that  by  mixing  with  those  which  were  already 
there,  they  employed  my  fancy  all  the  last  night, 
and  composed  a  very  wild  extravagant  dream. 

I  was  invited,  methought,  to  the  dissection  of  a 
beams  head,  and  a  coquette’s  heart,  which  were 
both  of  them  laid  on  a  table  before  us.  An  imagi¬ 
nary  operator  opened  the  first  with  a  great  deal  of 
nicety,  which,  upon  a  cursory  and  superficial  view, 
appeared  like  the  head  of  another  man ;  but  upon 
applying  our  glasses  to  it,  we  made  a  very  odd  dis¬ 
covery,  namely,  that  what  we  looked  upon  as  brains, 
were  not  such  in  reality,  but  an  heap  of  strange  ma¬ 
terials  wound  up  in  that  shape  and  texture,  and 
packed  together  with  wonderful  art  in  the  several 
cavities  of  the  skull.  For,  as  Homer  tellsus,  that 
the  blood  of  the  gods  is  not  real  blood,  but  only 
something  like  it  ;  so  we  found  that  the  brain  of  a 
beau  is  not  a  real  brain,  but  only  something  like  it. 

The  pineal  gland,  which  many  of  our  modern  phi¬ 
losophers  suppose  to  be  the  seat  of  the  soul,  smelt 
very  strong  of  essence  and  orange-flower  water,  and 
was  encompassed  with  a  kind  of  horny  substance,  cut 
into  a  thousand  little  faces  or  mirrors,  which  were 
imperceptible  to  the  naked  eye,  insomuch  that  the 
soul,  if  there  had  been  any  here,  must  have  been  al¬ 
ways  taken  up  in  contemplating  her  own  beauties; 

We  observed  a  large  antrum  or  cavity  in  the  sin¬ 
ciput,  that  was  filled  with  ribbons,  lace,  and  embroi¬ 
dery,  wrought  together  in  a  most  curious  piece  of 
net-work,  the  parts  of  which  were  likewise  impercep¬ 
tible  to  the  naked  eye.  Another  of  these  antrums  or 
cavities  was  stuffed  with  invisible  billet-doux,  love- 
letters,  pricked  dances,  and  other  trumpery  of  the 
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same  nature.  In  another  we  found  a  kind  of  powder, 
which  set  the  whole  company  a  sneezing,  and  by 
the  scent  discovered  itself  to  be  right  Spanish.  The 
several  other  cells  were  stored  with  commodities  of 
the  same  kind,  of  which  it  would  be  tedious  to  give 
the  reader  an  exact  inventory. 

There  was  a  large  cavity  on  each  side  the  head, 
which  I  must  not  omit.  That  on  the  right  side  was 
filled  with  fictions,  flatteries,  and  falsehoods,  vows, 
promises,  and  protestations  :  that  on  the  left  with 
oaths  and  imprecations.  There  issued  out  a  duct 
from  each  of  these  cells,  which  ran  into  the  root  of 
the  tongue,  where  both  joined  together,  and  passed 
forward  in  one  common  duct  to  the  tip  of  it.  We 
discovered  several  little  roads  or  canals  running  from 
the  ear  into  the  brain,  and  took  particular  care  to 
trace  them  out  through  their  several  passages.  One 
of  them  extended  itself  to  a  bundle  of  sonnets  and  lit¬ 
tle  musical  instruments.  Others  ended  in  several 
bladders  which  were  filled  either  with  wind  or  froth. 
But  the  large  canal  entered  into  a  great  cavity  of 
the  skull,  from  whence  there  went  another  canal  into 
the  tongue.  This  great  cavity  was  filled  with  a  kind 
of  spungy  substance,  which  the  French  anatomists 
call  galimatias,  and  the  English,  nonsense. 

The  skins  of  the  forehead  were  extremely  tough 
and  thick,  and,  what  very  much  surprised  us,  had 
not  in  them  any  single  blood  vessel  that  we  were 
able  to  discover,  either  with  or  without  our  glasses  ; 
from  whence  we  concluded  that  the  party  when 
alive  must  have  been  entirely  deprived  of  the  faculty 
of  blushing. 

The  os  cribriforme  was  exceedingly  stuffed,  and 
in  some  places  damaged  with  snuff.  We  could  not 
but  take  notice  in  particular  of  that  small  muscle 
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which  is  not  often  discovered  in  dissection,  and 
draws  the  nose  upwards,  when  it  expresses  the  con¬ 
tempt  which  the  owner  of  it  has,  upon  seeing  any 
thing  he  does  not  like,  or  hearing  any  thing  he  does 
not  understand.  I  need  not  tell  my  learned  reader, 
this  is  that  muscle  which  performs  the  motion  so 
often  mentioned  by  the  Latin  poets,  when  they  talk 
of  a  man’s  cocking  his  nose,  or  playing  the  rhino¬ 
ceros. 

We  did  not  find  any  thing  very  remarkable  in  the 
eye,  saving  only,  that  the  musculi  amatorii,  or,  as  we 
may  translate  it  into  English,  the  ogling  muscles, 
were  very  much  worn  and  decayed  with  use;  whereas, 
on  the  contrary,  the  elevator,  or  the  muscle  which 
turns  the  eye  towards  heaven,  did  not  appear  to  have 
been  used  at  all. 

I  have  only  mentioned  in  this  dissection  such  new 
discoveries  as  we  were  able  to  make,  and  have  not 
taken  any  notice  of  those  parts  which  seem  to  be  met 
with  in  common  heads.  As  for  the  skull,  the  face, 
and  indeed  the  whole  outward  shape  and  figure  of  the 
head,  we  could  not  discover  any  difference  from  what 
we  observe  in  the  heads  of  other  men.  We  were  in¬ 
formed,  that  the  person  to  whom  this  head  belonged, 
had  passed  for  a  man  above  five  and  thirty  years ; 
during  which  time  he  eat  and  drank  like  other  peo¬ 
ple,  dressed  well,  talked  loud,  laughed  frequently, 
and  on  particular  occasions  had  acquitted  himself 
tolerably  at  a  ball  or  an  assembly  ;  to  which  one  of 
the  company  added,  that  a  certain  knot  of  ladies 
took  him  for  a  wit.  He  was  cut  off  in  the  flower  of  his 
age  by  the  blow  of  a  paring-shovel,  having  been  sur¬ 
prised  by  an  eminent  citizen,  as  he  was  tendering 
some  civilities  to  his  wife. 

When  we  had  thoroughly  examined  this  head, 
with  all  its  apartments,  and  its  several  kinds  of  fur- 
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niture,  we  putup  the  brain,  such  as  it  was,  into  its  pro¬ 
per  place,  and  laid  it  aside  under  a  broad  piece  of 
scarlet  cloth,  in  order  to  be  prepared,  and  kept  in  a 
great  repository  of  dissections  ;  our  operator  telling 
us  that  the  preparation  would  not  be  so  difficult  as 
that  of  another  brain,  for  that  he  had  observed  seve¬ 
ral  of  the  little  pipes  and  tubes  which  ran  through  the 
brain  were  already  filled  with  a  kind  of  mercurial 
substance,  which  he  looked  upon  to  be  true  quick¬ 
silver. 

He  applied  himself  in  the  nest  place  to  the  co¬ 
quette’s  heart,  which  he  likewise  laid  open  with  great 
dexterity.  There  occurred  to  us  many  particularities 
in  this  dissection  ;  butbeingunwilling  toburthenmy 
reader’s  memory  too  much,  I  shall  reserve  this  sub¬ 
ject  for  the  speculation  of  another  day. 

L. 
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Eirori  nomen  tirtus  posuisset  honestum. 

Hor.  1  Sat.  iii.  42. 

Misconduct  screen’d  behind  a  specious  name. 

‘  MR.  SPECTATOR, 

‘  I  hope  you  have  philosophy  enough  to  be  capable 
of  hearing  the  mention  of  your  faults.  Your  papers 
which  regard  the  fallen  part  of  the  fair  sex  are,  I 
think,  written  with  an  indelicacy  which  makes  them 
unworthy  to  be  inserted  in  the  writings  of  a  moralist 
who  knows  the  world.  I  cannot  allow  that  you  are 
at  liberty  to  observe  upon  the  actions  of  mankind 
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with  the  freedom  which  you  seem  to  resolve  upon  ; 
at  least  if  you  do  so,  you  should  take  along  with  you 
the  distinction  of  manners  of  the  world,  according 
to  the  quality  and  way  of  life  of  the  persons  con¬ 
cerned.  A  man  of  breeding  speaks  of  even  misfor- 
tuneamong  ladies,  without  givingitthe  most  terrible 
aspect  it  can  bear:  and  this  tenderness  towards  them 
is  much  more  to  be  preserved  when  you  speak  of 
vices.  All  mankind  are  so  far  related,  that  care  is  to 
be  taken  in  things  to  which  all  are  liable,  you  do  not 
mention  what  concerns  one  in  terms  which  shall  dis¬ 
gust  another.  Thus  to  tell  a  rich  man  of  the  indi¬ 
gence  of  a  kinsman  of  his,  or  abruptly  to  inform  a 
virtuous  woman  of  the  lapse  of  one  who  until  then 
was  in  the  same  degree  of  esteem  with  herself,  is  a 
kind  of  involving  each  of  them  in  some  participation 
of  those  disadvantages.  It  is  therefore  expected  from 
every  writer,  to  treat  his  argument  in  such  a  manner, 
as  is  most  proper  to  entertain  the  sort  of  readers  to 
whom  his  discourse  is  directed.  It  is  not  necessary 
when  you  write  to  the  tea-table,  that  you  should  draw 
vices  which  carry  all  the  horror  of  shame  and  con¬ 
tempt  :  if  you  paint  an  impertinent  self-love,  an  art¬ 
ful  glance,  an  assumed  complexion,  you  say  all  which 
you  ought  to  suppose  they  can  be  possibly  guilty  of. 
When  you  talk  with  this  limitation,  you  behave  your¬ 
self  so  as  that  you  may  expect  others  in  conversation 
may  second  your  raillery  ;  but  when  you  do  it  in  a 
style  which  every  body  else  forbears  in  respect  to 
their  quality,  they  have  an  easy  remedy  in  forbearing 
to  read  you,  and  hearing  no  more  of  their  faults.  A 
man  that  is  now  and  then  guilty  of  an  intemperance 
is  not  to  be  called  a  drunkard ;  but  the  rule  of  polite 
raillery  is  to  speak  of  a  man’s  faults  as  if  you  loved 
him.  Of  this  nature  is  what  was  said  by  Caesar:  when 
one  was  railing  with  an  uncourtly  vehemence,  and 
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broke  out  with,  44  What  must  we  call  him  who  was 
taken  in  an  intrigue  with  another  man’s  wife  ?”  Cae¬ 
sar  answered  very  gravely,  “  A  careless  fellow.” 
This  was  at  once  a  reprimand  for  speaking  of  a  crime 
which  in  those  days  had  not  the  abhorrence  attend¬ 
ing  it  as  it  ought,  as  well  as  an  intimation  that  all  in¬ 
temperate  behaviour  before  superiors  loses  its  aim, 
by  accusing  in  a  method  unfit  for  the  audience.  A 
word  to  the  wise.  All  I  mean  her  to  say  to  you  is, 
that  the  most  free  person  of  quality  can  go  no  further 
than  being  a  kind  woman ;  and  you  should  never  say 
of  a  man  of  figure  worse  than  that  he  knows  the 
world. 

4  I  am,  sir, 

4  Your  most  humble  servant, 

4  FRANCIS  COURTLY.’ 


4  MR.  SPECTATOR, 

4  I  am  a  woman  of  an  unspotted  reputation, 
and  know  nothing  I  have  ever  done  which  should 
encourage  such  insolence  ;  but  here  was  one  the 
other  day,  and  he  was  dressed  like  a  gentleman  too, 
who  took  the  liberty  to  name  the  words  44  lusty  fel¬ 
low”  in  my  presence.  I  doubt  not  but  you  will  re¬ 
seat  it  in  behalf  of, 

4  SIR, 

4  Your  humble  servant, 

4  CELIA.’ 


4  MR.  SPECTATOR, 

4  You  lately  put  out  a  dreadful  paper,  wherein 
you  promise  a  full  account  of  the  state  of  criminal 
love ;  and  call  all  the  fair  who  have  trangressed  in 
that  kind  by  one  very  rude  name  which  I  do  not  care 
to  repeat :  but  I  desire  to  know  of  you  whether  I  am 
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or  am  not  one  of  those  1  My  case  is  as  follows :  I 
am  kept  by  an  old  bachelor  who  took  me  so  young, 
that  I  know  not  how  he  came  by  me.  He  is  a  bencher 
of  one  of  the  inns  of  court,  a  very  gay  healthy  old 
man,  which  is  a  very  lucky  thing  for  him;  who  has 
been,  he  tells  me,  a  scowerer,  ascamperer,  a  breaker 
of  windows,  and  invader  of  constables,  in  the  days  of 
yore,  when  all  dominion  ended  with  the  day,  and 
males  and  females  met  helter-skelter,  and  the  scow- 
erers  drove  before  them  all  who  pretended  to  keep  up 
order  or  rule  to  the  interruption  of  love  and  honour. 
This  is  his  way  of  talk,  for  he  is  very  gay  when  he  vi¬ 
sits  me  ;  but  as  his  former  knowledge  of  the  town  has 
alarmed  him  into  an  invincible  jealousy,  he  keeps  me 
in  a  pair  of  slippers,  neat  bodice,  warm  petticoats, 
and  my  own  hair  woven  in  ringlets,  after  a  manner, 
he  says,  he  remembers.  I  am  not  mistress  of  one  far¬ 
thing  of  money,  but  have  all  necessaries  provided  for 
me,  under  the  guard  of  one  who  procured  for  him 
while  he  had  any  desires  to  gratify.  I  know  nothing 
of  a  wench’s  life  but  the  reputation  of  it :  I  have  a 
natural  voice,  and  a  pretty  untaught  step  in  dancing. 
His  manner  is  to  bring  an  old  fellow  who  has  been 
his  servant  from  his  youth,  and  is  grey-headed.  This 
man  makes  on  the  violin  a  certain  jiggish  noise  to 
which  I  dance,  and  when  that  is  over  I  sing  to  him 
some  loose  air  that  has  more  wantonness  than  music 
in  it.  You  must  have  seen  a  strange  windowed 
house  near  Hyde  Park,  which  is  so  built  that  no  one 
can  look  out  of  any  of  the  apartments;  my  rooms  are 
after  this  manner,  and  I  never  see  man,  woman,  or 
child,  but  in  company  with  the  two  persons  above 
mentioned.  He  sends  mein  all  the  books,  pamphlets, 
plays,  operas,  and  songs  that  come  out;  and  his  ut¬ 
most  delight  in  me,  as  a  woman,  is  to  talk  over  his 
old  amours  in  my  presence,  to  play  with  my  neck, 
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say  “  the  time  was,”  give  me  a  kiss,  and  bid  me  be 
sure  to  fellow  the  directions  of  my  guardian  (the 
above-mentioned  lady),  and  I  shall  never  want.  The 
truth  of  my  case  is,  1  suppose,  that  I  was  educated 
for  a  purpose  he  did  not  know  he  should  be  unfit  for 
when  I  came  to  years.  Now,  sir,  what  I  ask  of  you 
as  a  casuist,  is  to  tell  me  how  far  in  these  circum¬ 
stances  I  am  innocent,  though  submissive ;  he  guilty, 
though  impotent? 

‘  I  am,  sir, 

‘  Your  constant  reader, 

‘  PUCELLA.’ 


*  TO  THE  MAN  CALLED  THE  SPECTATOR.. 

*  FRIEND, 

‘  Forasmuch  as  at  the  birth  of  thy  labour, 
thou  didst  promise  upon  thy  word,  that  letting  alone 
the  vanities  that  do  abound,  thou  wouldest  only  en¬ 
deavour  to  straighten  the  crooked  morals  of  this  our 
Babylon,  I  gave  credit  to  thy  fair  speeches,  and  ad¬ 
mitted  one  of  thy  papers,  every  day,  save  Sunday, 
into  my  house,  for  the  edification  of  my  daughter 
Tabitha,  and  to  the  end  that  Susanna  the  wife  of 
my  bosom  might  profit  thereby.  But,  alas !  my 
friend,  I  find  that  thou  art  a  liar,  and  that  the  truth 
is  not  in  thee  ;  else  why  didst  thou  in  a  paper  which 
thou  didst  lately  put  forth,  make  mention  of  those 
vain  coverings  for  the  heads  of  our  females,  which 
thoulovest  to  liken  unto  tulips,  and  which  are  lately 
sprung  up  among  us?  Nay,  why  didst  thou  make 
mention  of  them  in  such  a  seeming,  as  if  thou  didst 
approve  the  invention,  insomuch  that  my  daughter 
Tabitha  beginneth  to  wax  wanton,  and  to  lust  after 
these  foolish  vanities  ?  Surely  thou  dost  see  with  the 
eyes  of  the  flesh.  Verily,  therefore,  unless  thou  dost 
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speedily  amend,  and  leave  off  following  tliine  own 
imaginations,  I  will  leave  off  thee. 

‘  Thy  friend,  as  hereafter  thou  dost  demean  thy¬ 
self, 

T.  1  HEZEKIAH  BROADBRIM.’ 


N°  277.  THURSDAY,  JANUARY  17,  1711-12. 


- fas  est  et  ah  hoste  doceri 

Ovid.  Met.  lib.  iv.  ver.  428. 

Receive  instruction  from  an  enemy. 

I  presume  I  need  not  inform  the  polite  part  of  my 
readers,  that  before  our  correspondence  with  France 
was  unhappily  interrupted  by  the  war  our  ladies  had 
all  their  fashions  from  thence  ;  which  the  milliners 
took  care  to  furnish  them  with  by  means  of  a  jointed 
baby,  that  came  regularly  over  once  a  month,  habited 
after  the  manner  of  the  most  eminent  toasts  in  Paris. 

I  am  credibly  informed,  (hat  even  in  the  hottest 
time  of  the  war,  the  sex  made  several  efforts,  and 
raised  large  contributions  towards  the  importation 
of  this  wooden  mademoiselle. 

Whether  the  vessel  they  sent  out  was  lost  or  taken, 
or  whether  its  cargo  was  seized  on  by  the  officers  of 
the  custom-house  as  a  piece  of  contraband  goods,  I 
have  not  yet  been  able  to  learn;  it  is  however  cer¬ 
tain,  that  their  first  attempts  were  without  success, 
to  the  no  small  disappointment  of  our  whole  female 
world  ;  but  as  their  constancy  and  application,  in  a 
matter  of  so  great  importance,  can  never  be  suf- 
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ficiently  commended,  so  I  am  glad  to  find,  that  in 
spite  of  all  opposition,  they  have  at  length  carried 
their  point,  of  which  I  received  advice  by  the  two 
following  letters : 


‘  MR.  SPECTATOR, 

‘  I  am  so  great  a  lover  of  whatever  is  French, 
that  I  lately  discarded  an  humble  admirer,  because 
he  neither  spoke  that  tongue,  nor  drank  claret.  I 
have  long  bewailed  in  secret  the  calamities  of  my 
sex  during  the  war,  in  all  which  time  we  have  la¬ 
boured  under  the  insupportable  inventions  of  English 
tire-women,  who  though  they  sometimes  copy  indif¬ 
ferently  well,  can  never  compose  with  that  “  gout” 
they  do  in  France. 

‘  I  was  almost  in  despair  of  ever  more  seeing  a 
model  from  that  dear  country,  when  last  Sunday  I 
overhear  d  a  lady  in  the  next  pew  to  me  whisper  an¬ 
other,  that  at  the  Seven  Stars,  in  King-street,  Covent- 
garden,  there  was  a  mademoiselle  completely  dress¬ 
ed,  just  come  from  Paris. 

‘  I  was  in  the  utmost  impatience  during  the  re¬ 
maining  part  of  the  service,  and  as  soon  as  ever  it  was 
over,  having  learnt  the  milliners  “  addresse,”  I  went 
directly  to  her  house  in  King-street,  but  was  told 
that  the  French  lady  was  at  a  person  of  quality’s  in 
Pall-mall,  and  would  not  be  back  again  until  very  late 
that  night.  I  was  therefore  obliged  to  renew  my  visit 
very  early  this  morning,  and  had  then  a  full  view  of 
the  dear  moppet  from  head  to  foot. 

‘  You  cannot  imagine,  worthy  sir,  how  ridiculously 
I  find  we  have  been  trussed  up  during  the  war,  and 
how  infinitely  the  French  dress  excels  ours. 

‘  The  rcantua  has  no  lead  in  the  sleeves,  and  I 
hope  we  are  not  lighter  than  the  Erench  ladies,  so  as 
to  want  that  kind  of  ballast ;  the  petticoat  has  no 
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whalebone,  but  sits  with  an  air  altogether  gallant 
and  degage :  the  coiffure  is  inexpressibly  pretty,' 
and  in  short,  the  whole  dress  has  a  thousand  beau¬ 
ties  in  it,  which  I  would  not  have  as  yet  made  too 
public. 

*  I  thought  fit,  however,  to  give  you  this  notice, 
that  you  may  not  be  surprised  at  my  appearing  a  la 
mode  de  Paris  on  the  next  birth-night. 

‘  I  am,  sir, 

‘  Your  humble  servant, 

‘  TERAMINTA.’ 


Within  an  hour  after  I  had  read  this  letter,  I  re¬ 
ceived  another  from  the  owner  of  the  puppet. 


‘  SIR, 

‘  On  Saturday  last,  being  the  12th  instant, 
there  arrived  at  my  house  in  King-street,  Covent- 
garden,  a  French  baby  for  the  year  1712.  I  have 
taken  the  utmost  care  to  have  her  dressed  by  the 
most  celebrated  tire-women  and  mantua-makers  in 
Paris,  and  do  not  find  that  I  have  any  reason  to  be 
sorry  for  the  expence  I  have  been  at  in  her  clothes 
and  importation:  however,  as  I  know  no  person  who 
is  so  good  a  judge  of  dress  as  yourself,  if  you  please 
to  call  at  my  house  in  your  way  to  the  city,  and  take 
a  view  of  her,  I  promise  to  amend  whatever  you  shall 
disapprove  in  your  next  paper,  before  I  exhibit  her 
as  a  pattern  to  the  public. 

‘  I  am,  sir, 

‘  Your  most  humble  admirer, 

‘  and  most  obedient  servant, 

‘  BETTY  CROSS-STITCH.’ 

As  I  am  willing  to  do  any  thing  in  reason  for  the 
service  of  my  countrywomen,  and  had  much  rather 
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prevent  faults  than  find  them,  I  went  last  night  to 
the  house  of  the  above-mentioned  Mrs.  Cross-stitch. 
As  soon  as  I  entered,  the  maid  of  the  shop,  who,  I 
suppose,  was  prepared  for  my  coming,  without  ask¬ 
ing  me  any  questions,  introduced  me  to  the  little 
damsel,  and  ran  away  to  call  her  mistress. 

The  puppet  was  dressed  in  a  cherry-coloured  gown 
and  petticoat,  with  a  short  working  apron  over  it, 
which  discovered  her  shape  to  the  most  advantage. 
Her  hair  was  cut  and  divided  very  prettily,  with  se¬ 
veral  ribbons  stuck  up  and  down  in  it.  The  milliner 
assured  me,  that  her  complexion  was  such  as  was 
■worn  by  all  the  ladies  of  the  best  fashion  in  Paris. 
Her  head  was  extremely  high,  on  which  subject 
having  long  since  declared  my  sentiments,  I  shall 
say  nothing  more  to  it  at  present.  I  was  also  of¬ 
fended  at  a  small  patch  she  wore  on  her  breast, 
which  I  cannot  suppose  is  placed  there  with  any 
good  design. 

Her  necklace  was  of  an  immoderate  length,  being 
tied  before  in  such  a  manner,  that  the  two  ends 
hung  down  to  her  girdle;  but  whether  these  supply 
the  place  of  kissing-strings  in  our  enemy’ s  country, 
and  whether  our  British  ladies  have  any  occasion 
for  them,  I  shall  leave  to  their  serious  considera¬ 
tion. 

After  having  observed  the  particulars  of  her  dress, 
as  I  was  taking  a  view  of  it  altogether,  the  shop- 
maid,  who  is  a  pert  wench,  told  me  that  mademoi¬ 
selle  had  something  very  curious  in  the  tying  of  her 
garters ;  but  as  I  pay  a  due  respect  even  to  a  pair 
of  sticks  when  they  are  under  petticoats,  I  did  not 
examine  into  that  particular.  Upon  the  whole,  I  was 
well  enough  pleased  with  the  appearance  of  this  gay 
lady,  and  the  more  so,  because  she  was  not  talka¬ 
tive,  a  quality  very  rarely  to  be  met  with  in  the  rest 
of  her  countrywomen. 
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As  I  was  taking  my  leave,  the  milliner  farther  in¬ 
formed  me,  that  with  the  assistance  of  a  watch-maker, 
who  was  her  neighbour,  and  the  ingenious  Mr.  Powel, 
she  had  also  contrived  another  puppet,  which,  by  the 
help  of  several  little  springs  to  be  wound  up  within 
it,  could  move  all  its  limbs,  and  that  she  had  sent  it 
over  to  her  correspondent  in  Paris  to  be  taught  the 
various  leanings  and  bendings  of  the  head,  the  risings 
of  the  bosom,  the  curtsey  and  recovery,  the  genteel 
trip,  and  the  agreeable  jet,  as  they  are  all  now  prac¬ 
tised  at  the  court  of  France. 

She  added,  that  she  hoped  she  might  depend  upon 
having  my  encouragement  as  soon  as  it  arrived ;  but 
as  this  was  a  petition  of  too  great  importance  to  be 
answered  extempore,  I  left  her  without  a  reply,  and 
made  the  best  of  my  way  to  Will  Honeycomb’s  lodg¬ 
ings,  without  whose  advice  I  never  communicate  any 
thing  to  the  public  of  this  nature.  X. 


N°  278.  FRIDAY,  JANUARY  18,  1711-12. 


- Sermones  ego  mallem 

Repent  es  per  humurn - - 

Hor.  1  Ep.  ii.  250. 

I  rather  choose  a  low  and  creeping  style. 

‘  MR.  SPECTATOR, 

*  SIR, 

‘Your  having  done  considerable  services  in 
this  great  city,  by  rectifying  the  disorders  of  families, 
and  several  wives  having  preferred  your  advice  and 
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directions  to  those  of  their  husbands,  emboldens  me 
to  apply  to  you  at  this  time.  I  am  a  shopkeeper, 
and  though  but  a  young  man,  I  find  by  experience 
that  nothing  but  the  utmost  diligence  both  of  hus¬ 
band  and  wife  (among  trading  people)  can  keep 
affairs  in  any  tolerable  order.  My  wife  at  the  be¬ 
ginning  of  our  establishment  shewed  herself  very 
assisting  to  me  in  my  business  as  much  as  could  lie 
in  her  way,  and  I  have  reason  to  believe  it  was  with 
her  inclination  :  but  of  late  she  has  got  acquainted 
with  a  schoolman,  who  values  himself  for  his  great 
knowledge  in  the  Greek  tongue.  He  entertains  her 
frequently  in  the  shop  with  discourses  of  the  beauties 
and  excellencies  of  that  language ;  and  repeats  to 
her  several  passages  out  of  the  Greek  poets,  wherein 
he  tells  her  there  is  unspeakable  harmony  and  agree¬ 
able  sounds  that  all  other  languages  are  wholly  un¬ 
acquainted  with.  He  has  so  infatuated  her  with 
this  jargon,  that  instead  of  using  her  former  dili¬ 
gence  in  the  shop,  she  now  neglects  the  affairs  of 
the  house,  and  is  wholly  taken  up  with  her  tutor  in 
learning  by  heart  scraps  of  Greek,  which  she  vents 
upon  all  occasions.  She  told  me  some  days  ago, 
that  whereas  I  use  some  Latin  inscriptions  in  my 
shop,  she  advised  me  with  a  great  deal  of  concern 
to  have  them  changed  into  Greek ;  it  being  a  lan¬ 
guage  less  understood,  would  be  more  conformable 
to  the  mystery  of  my  profession ;  that  our  good 
friend  would  be  assisting  to  us  in  this  work  ;  and 
that  a  certain  faculty  of  gentlemen  would  find  them¬ 
selves  so  much  obliged  to  me,  that  they  would  infal¬ 
libly  make  my  fortune.  In  short,  her  frequent  im¬ 
portunities  upon  this,  and  other  impertinencies  of  the 
like  nature,  make  me  very  uneasy  ;  and  if  your  re¬ 
monstrances  have  no  more  effect  upon  her  than 
mine,  I  am  afraid  I  shall  be  obliged  to  ruin  myself 
to  procure  her  a  settlement  at  Oxford  with  her  tutor, 
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for  she  is  already  too  mad  for  Bedlam.  Now,  sir, 
you  see  the  danger  my  family  is  exposed  to,  and  the 
likelihood  of  my  wife’s  becoming  both  troublesome 
and  useless,  unless  her  reading  herself  in  your  paper 
may  make  her  reflect.  She  is  so  very  learned  that 
I  cannot  pretend  by  word  of  mouth  to  argue  with 
her.  She  laughed  out  at  your  ending  a  paper  in 
Greek,  and  said  it  was  a  hint  to  women  of  literature, 
and  very  civil  not  to  translate  it  to  expose  them  to 
the  vulgar.  You  see  how  it  is  with, 

‘  SIR, 

‘  Your  humble  servant.’ 


‘  MR.  SPECTATOR, 

‘  If  you  have  that  humanity  and  compassion 
in  your  nature  that  you  take  such  pains  to  make  one 
think  you  have,  you  will  not  deny  your  advice  to  a 
distressed  damsel,  who  intends  to  be  determined  by 
your  judgment  in  a  matter  of  great  importance  to 
her.  You  must  know  then,  there  is  an  agreeable 
young  fellow,  to  whose  person,  wit,  and  humour,  no 
body  makes  any  objection,  that  pretends  to  have 
been  long  in  love  with  me.  To  this  I  must  add 
(whether  it  proceeds  from  the  vanity  of  my  nature, 
or  the  seeming  sincerity  of  my  lover,  I  will  not  pre¬ 
tend  to  say)  that  I  verily  believe  he  has  a  real  value 
forme;  which,  if  true,  you  will  allow  may  justly 
augment  his  merit  with  his  mistress.  In  short,  I  am 
so  sensible  of  his  good  qualities,  and  what  I  owe  to 
his  passion,  that  I  think  I  could  _  sooner  resolve  to 
give  up  my  liberty  to  him  than  any  body  else,  were 
there  not  an  objection  to  be  made  to  his  fortunes,  in 
regard  they  do  not  answer  the  utmost  mine  may  ex¬ 
pect,  and  are  not  sufficient  to  secure  me  from  under¬ 
going  the  reproachful  phrase,  so  commonly  used, 
“  that  she  has  played  the  fool.”  Now  though  I  am 
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one  of  those  few  who  heartily  despise  equipage,  dia¬ 
monds,  and  a  coxcomb,  yet  since  such  opposite  no¬ 
tions  from  mine  prevail  in  the  world,  even  amongst 
the  best,  and  such  as  are  esteemed  the  most  prudent 
people,  I  cannot  find  in  my  heart  to  resolve  upon  in¬ 
curring  the  censure  of  those  wise  folks,  which  I  am 
conscious  I  shall  do,  if,  when  I  enter  into  a  married 
state,  I  discover  a  thought  beyond  that  of  equalling, 
if  not  advancing  my  fortunes.  Under  this  difficulty 
I  now  labour,  not  being  in  the  least  determined  whe¬ 
ther  I  shall  be  governed  by  the  vain  world,  and  the 
frequent  examples  I  meet  with,  or  hearken  to  the 
voice  of  my  lover,  and  the  motions  I  find  in  my  heart 
in  favour  of  him.  Sir,  your  opinion  and  advice  in 
this  affair  is  the  only  thing  I  know  can  turn  the  ba¬ 
lance,  and  which  I  earnestly  intreat  I  may  receive 
soon ;  for  until  I  have  your  thoughts  upon  it,  I  am 
engaged  not  to  give  my  swain  a  final  discharge. 

‘  Besides  the  particular  obligation  you  will  lay  on 
me,  by  giving  this  subject  room  in  one  of  your  pa¬ 
pers,  it  is  possible  it  may  be  of  use  to  some  others  of 
my  sex,  who  will  be  as  grateful  for  the  favour  as, 

‘  SIR, 

‘  Your  humble  servant, 

‘  FLORINDA.’ 


‘  P.  S.  To  tell  you  the  truth,  I  am  married  to  him 
already,  but  pray  say  something  to  justify  me.’ 


‘  MR.  SPECTATOR, 

‘You  will  forgive  us  professors  of  music  if  we 
make  a  second  application  to  you,  in  order  to  pro¬ 
mote  our  design  of  exhibiting  entertainments  of  mu¬ 
sic  in  York-buildings.  It  is  industriously  insinuated 
that  our  intention  is  to  destroy  operas  in  general,  but 
we  beg  of  you  to  insert  this  plain  explanation  of  our- 
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selves  in  your  paper.  Our  purpose  is  only  to  im 
prove  our  circumstances,  by  improving  the  art  which 
we  profess.  We  see  it  utterly  destroyed  at  present, 
and  as  we  were  the  persons  who  introduced  operas, 
we  think  it  a  groundless  imputation  that  we  should 
set  up  against  the  opera  itself.  What  we  pretend  to 
assert  is,  that  the  songs  of  different  authors  injudi¬ 
ciously  put  together,  and  a  foreign  tone  and  manner 
which  are  expected  in  every  thing  now  performed 
amongst  us,  has  put  music  itself  to  a  stand  ;  inso¬ 
much  that  the  ears  of  the  people  cannot  now  be  en¬ 
tertained  with  any  thing  but  what  has  an  imperti¬ 
nent  gaiety,  without  any  just  spirit,  or  a  languish- 
mentof  notes,  without  any  passion,  or  common  sense. 

•  We  hope  those  persons  of  sense  and  quality  who 
have  done  us  the  honour  to  subscribe,  will  not  be 
ashamed  of  their  patronage  towards  us,  and  not  re¬ 
ceive  impressions  that  patronising  us  is  being  for  or 
against  the  opera,  but  truly  promoting  their  own 
diversions  in  a  more  just  and  elegant  manner  than 
has  been  hitherto  performed. 

‘  We  are,  sir, 

‘  Your  most  humble  servants, 

‘  THOMAS  CLAYTON, 

‘  NICOLINO  HAYM, 

‘  CHARLES  DIEUPART.’ 


‘  There  will  be  no  performances  in  York-buildings- 
until  after  that  of  the  subscription,’ 

T. 
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Retldere  persona?  scit  convenientia  cuique. 

Hon.  Ars  Poet.  v.  310. 

He  knows  what  best  befits  each  character. 

We  have  already  taken  a  general  survey  of  the  fable 
and  characters  in  Milton’s  Paradise  Lost.  The  parts 
which  remain  to  be  considered,  according  to  Aristo¬ 
tle’s  method,  are  the  sentiments  and  the  language. 
Before  I  enter  upon  the  first  of  these,  I  must  adver¬ 
tise  my  reader,  that  it  is  my  design,  as  soon  as  I 
have  finished  my  general  reflections  on  these  four 
several  heads,  to  give  particular  instances  out  of  the 
poem  which  is  now  before  us  of  beauties  and  imper¬ 
fections  which  may  be  observed  under  each  of  them, 
as  also  of  such  other  particulars  as  may  not  properly 
fall  under  any  of  them.  This  I  thought  fit  to  pre¬ 
mise,  that  the  reader  may  not  judge  too  hastily  of 
this  piece  of  criticism,  or  look  upon  it  as  imperfect, 
before  he  has  seen  the  whole  extent  of  it. 

The  sentiments  in  an  epic  poem  are  the  thoughts 
and  behaviour  which  the  author  ascribes  to  the  per¬ 
sons  whom  he  introduces,  and  are  just  when  they  are 
conformable  to  the  characters  of  the  several  persons. 
The  sentiments  have  likewise  a  relation  to  things  as 
well  as  persons,  and  are  then  perfect  when  they  are 
such  as  are  adapted  to  the  subject.  If  in  either  of 
these  cases  the  poet  endeavours  to  argue  or  explain, 
to  magnify  or  diminish,  to  raise  love  or  hatred,  pity 
or  terror,  or  any  other  passion,  we  ought  to  consider 
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whether  the  sentiments  he  makes  use  of  are  proper 
for  those  ends.  Homer  is  censured  by  the  critics  for 
his  defect  as  to  this  particular  in  several  parts  of  the 
Iliad  and  Odyssey,  though  at  the  same  time  those, 
who  have  treated  this  great  poet  with  candour,  have 
attributed  this  defect  to  the  times  in  which  he  lived. 
It  was  the  fault  of  the  age,  and  not  of  Homer,  if 
there  wants  that  delicacy  in  some  of  his  sentiments, 
which  now  appears  in  the  works  of  men  of  a  much  in¬ 
ferior  genius.  Besides,  if  there  are  blemishes  in  any 
particular  thoughts,  there  is  an  infinite  beauty  in  the 
greatest  part  of  them.  In  short,  if  there  are  many 
poets  who  would  not  have  fallen  into  the  meanness 
of  some  of  his  sentiments,  there  are  none  who  could 
have  risen  up  to  the  greatness  of  others.  Virgil  has 
excelled  all  others  in  the  propriety  of  his  sentiments. 
Milton  shines  likewise  very  much  in  this  particular  : 
nor  must  we  omit  one  consideration  which  adds  to 
his  honour  and  reputation.  Homer  and  Virgil  intro¬ 
duced  persons  whose  characters  are  commonly  known 
among  men,  and  such  as  are  to  be  met  with  either  in 
history,  or  in  ordinary  conversation.  Milton’s  cha¬ 
racters,  most  of  them,  lie  out  of  nature,  and  were  to 
be  formed  purely  out  of  his  own  invention.  It  shews 
a  greater  genius  in  Shakspeare  to  have  drawn  his 
Caliban,  than  his  Hotspur,  or  Julius  Caesar:  the  one 
was  to  be  supplied  out  of  his  own  imagination, 
whereas  the  other  might  have  been  formed  upon  tra¬ 
dition,  history,  and  observation.  It  was  much  easier 
therefore  for  Homer  to  find  proper  sentiments  for  an 
assembly  of  Grecian  generals,  than  for  Milton  to  di¬ 
versify  his  infernal  counsel  with  proper  characters, 
and  inspire  them-  with  a  variety  of  sentiments.  The 
loves  of  Dido  and  iEneas  are  only  copies  of  what  has 
passed  between  other  persons.  Adam  and  Eve,  be¬ 
fore  the  fall,  are  a  different  species  from  that  of  man- 
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kind,  who  are  descended  from  them ;  and  none  but 
a  poet  of  the  most  unbounded  invention,  and  the 
most  exquisite  judgment,  could  have  filled  their 
conversation  and  behaviour  with  so  many  apt  circum¬ 
stances  during  their  state  of  innocence. 

Nor  is  it  sufficient  for  an  epic  poem  to  be  filled 
with  such  thoughts  as  are  natural,  unless  it  abound 
also  with  such  as  are  sublime.  Virgil  in  this  particu¬ 
lar  falls  short  of  Homer.  He  has  not  indeed  so  many 
thoughts  that  are  low  and  vulgar;  but  at  the  same 
time  has  not  so  many  thoughts  that  are  sublime  and 
noble.  The  truth  of  it  is,  Virgil  seldom  rises  into 
very  astonishing  sentiments,  where  he  is  not  fired  by 
the  Iliad.  He  every  where  charms  and  pleases  us 
by  the  force  of  his  own  genius  ;  but  seldom  elevates 
and  transports  us  where  he  does  not  fetch  his  hints 
from  Homer. 

Milton’s  chief  talent,  and  indeed  his  distinguish¬ 
ing  excellence,  lies  in  the  sublimity  of  his  thoughts. 
There  are  others  of  the  moderns  who  rival  him  in 
every  other  part  of  poetry ;  but  in  the  greatness  of 
his  sentiments  he  triumphs  over  all  the  poets  both 
modern  and  ancient,  Homer  only  excepted.  It  is  im¬ 
possible  for  the  imagination  of  man  to  distend  itself 
with  greater  ideas,  than  those  which  he  has  laid 
together  in  his  first,  second,  and  sixth  books.  The 
seventh,  which  describes  the  creation  of  the  world, 
is  likewise  wonderfully  sublime,  though  not  so  apt  to 
stir  up  emotion  in  the  mind  of  the  reader,  nor  con¬ 
sequently  so  perfect  in  the  epic  way  of  writing,  be¬ 
cause  it  is  filled  with  less  action.  Let  the  judicious 
reader  compare  what  Longinus  has  observed  on  se¬ 
veral  passages  in  Homer,  and  he  will  find  parallels 
for  most  of  them  in  the  Paradise  Lost. 

From  what  has  been  said  we  may  infer,  that 
as  there  are  two  kinds  of  sentiments,  the  natural  and 
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the  sublime,  which  are  always  to  be  pursued  in  an 
heroic  poem,  there  are  also  two  kinds  of  thoughts 
which  are  carefully  to  be  avoided.  The  first  are 
such  as  are  affected  and  unnatural ;  the  second  such 
as  are  mean  and  vulgar.  As  for  the  first  kind  of 
thoughts,  we  meet  with  little  or  nothing  that  is  like 
them  in  Virgil.  He  has  none  of  those  trifling  points 
and  puerilities  that  are  so  often  to  be  met  with  in 
Ovid,  none  of  the  epigrammatic  turns  of  Lucan, 
none  of  those  swelling  sentiments  which  are  so  fre¬ 
quent  in  Statius  and  Claudian,  none  of  those  mixed 
embellishments  of  Tasso.  Every  thing  is  just  and 
natural.  His  sentiments  shew  that  he  had  a  perfect 
insight  into  human  nature,  and  that  he  knew  every 
thing  which  was  the  most  proper  to  affect  it. 

Mr.  Dryden  has  in  some  places,  which  I  may  here¬ 
after  take  notice  of,  misrepsesented  Virgil’s  way  of 
thinking  as  to  this  particular,  in  the  translation  he 
has  given  us  of  the  JEnied.  I  do  not  remember  that 
Homer  any  where  falls  into  the  faults  above  men¬ 
tioned,  which  were  indeed  the  false  refinements  of 
later  ages.  Milton,  it  must  be  confest,  has  some¬ 
times  erred  in  this  respect,  as  I  shall  shew  more  at 
large  in  another  paper;  though  considering  how  all 
the  poets  of  the  age  in  which  he  writ  were  infected 
with  this  wrong  way  of  thinking,  he  is  rather  to  be 
admired  that  he  did  not  give  more  into  it,  than  that 
he  did  sometimes  comply  with  the  vicious  taste 
which  still  prevails  so  much  among  modern  writers. 

But  since  several  thoughts  may  be  natural  which 
are  low  and  groveling,  an  epic  poet  should  not  only 
avoid  such  sentiments  as  are  unnatural  or  affected, 
but  also  such  as  are  mean  and  vulgar.  Homer  has 
opened  a  great  field  of  raillery  to  men  of  more 
delicacy  than  greatness  of  genius,  by  the  homeliness 
of  some  of  his  sentiments.  But  as  I  have  before  said* 
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these  are  rather  to  be  imputed  to  the  simplicity  of 
the  age  in  which  he  lived,  to  which  I  may  also  add, 
of  that  which  he  described,  than  to  any  imperfection 
in  that  divine  poet.  Zoilus  among  the  ancients,  and 
Monsieur  Perrault,  among  the  moderns,  pushed  their 
ridicule  very  far  upon  him,  on  account  of  some  such 
sentiments.  There  is  no  blemish  to  be  observed 
in  Virgil  under  this  head,  and  but  very  few  in 
Milton. 

I  shall  give  but  one  instance  of  this  impropriety  of 
thought  in  Homer,  and  at  tire  same  time  compare 
it  with  an  instance  of  the  same  nature,  both  in  Virgil 
and  Milton.  Sentiments  which  raise  laughter,  can 
very  seldom  be  admitted  with  any  decency  into  an 
heroic  poem,  whose  business  it  is  to  excite  passions 
of  a  much  nobler  nature.  Homer,  however,  in  his 
characters  of  Vulcan  and  Thersites,  in  his  story  of 
Mars  and  Venus,  in  his  behaviour  of  Irus,  and  in 
other  passages,  has  been  observed  to  have  lapsed 
into  the  burlesque  character,  and  to  have  departed 
from  that  serious  air  which  seems  essential  to  the 
magnificence  of  an  epic  poem.  I  remember  but  one 
laugh  in  the  whole  iEnied,  which  rises  in  the  fifth 
book,  upon  Monoetes,  where  he  is  represented  as 
thrown  overboard,  and  drying  himself  upon  a  rock. 
But  this  piece  of  mirth  is  so  well-timed  that  the  se¬ 
verest  critic  can  have  nothing  to  say  against  it ;  for 
it  is  in  the  book  of  games  and  diversions,  where  the 
reader’s  mind  may  be  supposed  sufficiently  relaxed 
for  such  an  entertainment.  The  only  piece  of  plea¬ 
santry  in  Paradise  Lost,  is  where  the  evil  spirits  are 
described  as  rallying  the  angels  upon  the  success  of 
their  new-invented  artillery.  This  passage  I  look 
upon  to  be  the  most  exceptionable  in  the  whole 
poem,  as  being  nothing  else  but  a  string  of  puns, 
and  those  too  very  indifferent  ones  : 
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‘ - Satan  beheld  their  plight. 

And  to  his  mates  thus  in  derision  call’d  : 

“  ()  friends,  why  come  not  on  those  victors  proud  ? 
Ere  while  they  fierce  were  coming;  and  when  we, 

To  entertain  them  fair  with  open  front 

And  breast  (what  could  we  more  ?)propounded  terms 

Of  composition,  straight  they  chang’d  their  minds, 

Flew  off,  and  into  strange  vagaries  fell 

As  they  would  dance  ;  yet  fora  dance  they  seem’d 

Somewhat  extravagant,  and  wild  ;  perhaps 

For  joy  of  offer’d  peace  ;  but  I  suppose 

If  our  proposals  once  again  were  heard, 

We  should  compel  them  to  a  quick  result.” 

‘  To  whom  thus  Belial  in  like  gamesome  mood  ; 

“  Leader,  the  terms  we  sent  were  terms  of  weight. 
Of  hard  contents,  and  full  of  force  urg’d  home  ; 

Such  as  we  might  perceive  amus’d  them  all, 

And  stumbled  many  ;  who  receives  them  right, 

Had  need  from  head  to  foot  well  understand  ; 

Not  understood,  this  gift  they  have  besides, 

They  shew  us  when  our  foes  walk  not  upright.” 

‘  Thus  they  among  themselves  in  pleasant  vein 
Stood  scofiing 
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Principibus  placuisse  viris  non  ultima  laus'est. 

Hor.  1  Ep.  xvii.  35. 

To  please  the  great  is  not  the  smallest  praise. 

'  Creech. 

The  desire  of  pleasing  makes  a  man  agreeable  or 
unwelcome  to  those  with  whom  he  converses,  ac¬ 
cording  to  the  motive  from  which  that  inclination 
appears  to  flow.  If  your  concern  for  pleasing  others 
arises  from  an  innate  benevolence,  it  never  fails  of 
success  ;  if  from  a  vanity  to  excel,  its  disappoint¬ 
ment  is  no  less  certain.  What  we  call  an  agreeable 
man,  is  he  who  is  endowed  with  the  natural  bent  to 
do  acceptable  things  from  a  delight  he  takes  in  them 
merely  as  such;  and  the  affectation  of  that  character 
is  what  constitutes  a  fop.  Under  these  leaders  one 
may  draw  up  all  those  who  make  any  manner  of  figure, 
except  in  dumb  show.  A  rational  and  select  conver¬ 
sation  is  composed  of  persons,  who  have  the  talent 
of  pleasing  with  delicacy  of  sentiments  flowing  from 
habitual  chastity  of  thought ;  but  mixt  company  is 
frequently  made  up  of  pretenders  to  mirth,  and  is 
usually  pestered  with  constrained,  obscene,  and  pain¬ 
ful  witticisms.  Now  and  then  you  may  meet  with  a 
man  so  exactly  formed  for  pleasing,  that  it  is  no  mat¬ 
ter  what  he  is  doing  or  saying,  that  is  to  say,  that 
there  need  be  no  manner  of  importance  in  it,  to  make 
him  gain  upon  every  body  who  hears  or  beholds  him. 
This  felicity  is  not  the  gift  of  nature  only,  but  must 
be  attended  with  happy  circumstances,  which  add  a 
dignity  to  the  familiar  behaviour  which  distinguishes 
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him  whom  we  call  an  agreeable  man.  It  is  from 
this  that  every  body  loves  and  esteems  Polycarpus. 
He  is  in  the  vigour  of  his  age  and  the  gaiety  of  life, 
but  has  passed  through  very  conspicuous  scenes  in 
it :  though  no  soldier,  he  has  shared  the  danger,  and 
acted  with  great  gallantry  and  generosity  on  a  de¬ 
cisive  day  of  battle.  To  have  those  qualities  which 
only  make  other  men  conspicuous  in  the  world  as  it 
were  supernumerary  to  him,  is  a  circumstance  which 
gives  weight  to  his  most  indifferent  actions  ;  for  as  a 
known  credit  is  ready  cash  to  a  trader,  so  is  acknow¬ 
ledged  merit  immediate  distinction,  and  serves  in  the 
place  of  equipage  to  a  gentleman.  This  renders  Po¬ 
lycarpus  graceful  in  mirth,  important  in  business,  and 
regarded  with  love,  in  every  ordinary  occurrence. 
But  not  to  dwell  upon  characters  which  have  such 
particular  recommendations  to  our  hearts,  let  us  turn 
our  thoughts  rather  to  the  methods  of  pleasing  which 
must  carry  men  through  the  world  who  cannot  pre¬ 
tend  to  such  advantages.  Falling  in  with  the  parti¬ 
cular  humour  or  manner  of  one  above  you,  abstracted 
from  the  general  rules  of  good  behaviour,  is  the  life 
of  a  slave.  A  parasite  differs  in  nothing  from  the 
meanest  servant,  but  that  the  footman  hires  himself 
for  bodily  labour,  subjected  to  go  and  come  at  the 
will  of  his  master,  but  the  other  gives  up  his  very 
soul :  he  is  prostituted  to  speak,  and  professes  to 
think,  after  the  mode  of  him  whom  he  courts.  This 
servitude  to  a  patron,  in  an  honest  nature,  would  be 
more  grievous  than  that  of  wearing  his  livery ;  there¬ 
fore  we  will  speak  of  those  things  only,  which  are 
worthy  and  ingenuous. 

The  happy  talent  of  pleasing  either  those  above 
you  or  below  you,  seems  to  be  wholly  owing  to  the 
opinion  they  have  of  your  sincerity.  This  quality  is 
to  attend  the  agreeable  man  in  all  the  actions  of  his 
m  3 
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life ;  and  I  think  there  need  no  more  be  said  in  ho¬ 
nour  of  it,  than  that  it  is  what  forces  the  approbation 
even  of  your  opponents.  The  guilty  man  has  an 
honour  for  the  judge  who  with  justice  pronounces 
against  him  the  sentence  of  death  itself.  The  author 
of  the  sentence  at  the  head  of  this  paper,  was  an  ex¬ 
cellent  judge  of  human  life,  and  passed  his  own  in 
company  the  most  agreeable  that  ever  was  in  the 
world.,  Augustus  lived  amongst  his  friends,  as  if  he 
had  his  fortune  to  make  in  his  own  court.  Candour 
and  affability,  accompanied  with  as  much  power  as 
ever  mortal  was  vested  with,  were  what  made  him  in 
the  utmost  manner  agreeable  among  a  set  of  admira¬ 
ble  men,  who  had  thoughts  too  high  for  ambition, 
and  views  too  large  to  be  gratified  by  what  he  could 
give  them  in  the  disposal  of  an  empire,  without  the 
pleasures  of  their  mutual  conversation.  A  certain 
unanimity  of  taste  and  judgment,  which  is  natural  to 
all  of  the  same  order  in  the  species,  was  the  band  of 
this  society  :  and  the  emperor  assumed  no  figure  in 
it,  but  what  he  thought  was  due  from  his  private 
talents  and  qualifications,  as  they  contributed  to  ad¬ 
vance  the  pleasures  and  sentiments  of  the  company. 

Cunning  people,  hypocrites,  all  who  are  but  half 
virtuous,  or  half  wise,  are  incapable  of  tasting  the 
refined  pleasures  of  such  an  equal  company  as  could 
wholly  exclude  the  regard  of  fortune  in  their  con¬ 
versations.  Horace,  in  the  discourse  from  whence 
I  take  the  hint  of  the  present  speculation,  lays  down 
excellent  rules  for  conduct  in  conversation  with  men 
of  power  ;  but  he  speaks  with  an  air  of  one  who  had 
no  need  of  such  an  application  for  any  thing  which 
related  to  himself.  It  shews  he  understood  what  it 
was  to  be  a  skilful  courtier,  by  just  admonitions 
against  importunity,  and  shewing  how  forcible  it 
was  to  speak  modestly  of  your  own  wants.  There 
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is  indeed  something  so  shameless  in  taking  all  oppor¬ 
tunities  to  speak  of  your  own  affairs,  that  he  who  is 
guilty  of  it  towards  him  on  whom  he  depends,  fares 
like  the  beggar  who  exposes  his  sores,  which,  in¬ 
stead  of  moving  compassion,  makes  the  man  he  begs 
of  turn  away  from  the  object. 

I  cannot  tell  what  is  become  of  him,  but  I  remem¬ 
ber  about  sixteen  years  ago  an  honest  fellow,  who 
so  justly  understood  how  disagreeable  the  mention 
or  appearance  of  his  want  would  made  him,  that  I 
have  often  reflected  upon  him  as  a  counterpart  of 
Irus,  whom  I  have  formerly  mentioned.  This  man, 
whom  I  have  missed  for  some  years  in  my  walks, 
and  have  heard  was  some  way  employed  about  the 
army,  made  it  a  maxim,  that  good  wigs,  delicate 
linen,  and  a  cheerful  air,  were  to  a  poor  dependent 
the  same  that  working  tools  are  to  a  poor  artificer. 
It  was  no  small  entertainment  to  me,  who  knew  his 
circumstances,  to  see  him,  who  hadfasted  two  days, 
attribute  the  thinness  they  told  him  of,  to  the  vio¬ 
lence  of  some  gallantries  he  had  lately  been  guilty  of. 
The  skilful  dissembler  carried  on  this  with  the  utmost 
address ;  and  if  any  suspected  his  affairs  were  nar¬ 
row,  it  was  attributed  to  indulging  himself  in  some 
fashionable  vice  rather  than  an  irreproachable  po¬ 
verty,  which  saved  his  credit  with  those  on  whom 
he  depended. 

The  main  art  is  to  be  as  little  troublesome  as  you 
can,  and  make  all  you  hope  for  come  rather  as  a  fa¬ 
vour  from  your  patron  than  claim  from  you.  But  1 
am  here  prating  of  what  is  the  method  of  pleasing 
so  as  to  succeed  in  the  world,  when  there  are  crowds, 
who  have,  in  city,  town,  court,  and  country,  arrived 
to  considerable  acquisitions,  and  yet  seem  incapable 
of  acting  in  any  constant  tenor  of  life,  but  have 
gone  from  one  successful  error  to  another  :  there- 


SPECTATOR. 


128 


N®  281. 


fore  I  think  I  may  shorten  this  inquiry  after  the 
method  of  pleasing ;  and  as  the  old  beau  said  to  his 
son,  once  for  all,  ‘  Pray,  Jack,  be  a  fine  gentleman;’ 
so  may  I  to  my  reader,  abridge  my  instructions,  and 
finish  the  art  of  pleasing  in  a  word,  ;  Be  rich.’ 

T. 


N°  281.  TUESDAY,  JANUARY  22,  1711-12. 


Pectoi'ibus  inhians  spirantia  consulit  exta. 

Virg.  jEh.  iv.  64. 

Anxious  the  reeking  entrails  he  consults. 

Having  already  given  an  account  of  the  dissection 
of  a  beau’s  head,  with  the  several  discoveries  made 
on  that  occasion ;  I  shall  here,  according  to  my  pro¬ 
mise,  enter  upon  the  dissection  of  a  coquette’s  heart, 
and  communicate  to  the  public  such  particulars  as 
we  observed  in  that  curious  piece  of  anatomy. 

I  should  perhaps  have  waved  this  undertaking,  had 
I  not  been  put  in  mind  of  my  promise  by  several  of 
my  unknown  correspondents,  who  are  very  importu¬ 
nate  with  me  to  make  an  example  of  the  coquette,  as 
I  have  already  done  of  the  beau.  It  is  therefore  in 
compliance  with  the  request  of  friends,  that  I  have 
looked  over  the  minutes  of  my  former  dream,  in  order 
to  give  the  public  an  exact  relation  of  it,  which  I  shall 
enter  upon  without  farther  preface. 

Our  operator,  before  he  engaged  in  this  visionary 
dissection,  told  us,  that  there  was  nothing  in  his  art 
more  difficult  than  to  lay  open  the  heart  of  a  coquette, 
by  reason  of  the  many  labyrinths  and  recesses  which 
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are  to  be  found  in  it,  and  which  do  not  appear  in  the 
heart  of  any  other  animal. 

He  desired  us  first  of  all  to  observe  the  pericar¬ 
dium,  or  outward  case  of  the  heart,  which  we  did 
very  attentively ;  and  by  the  help  of  our  glasses  dis¬ 
cerned  in  it  millions  of  little  scars,  which  seemed  to 
have  been  occasioned  by  the  points  of  innumerable 
darts  and  arrows,  that  from  time  to  time  had  glanced 
upon  the  outward  coat;  though  we  could  not  dis¬ 
cover  the  smallest  orifice,  by  which  any  of  them  had 
entered  and  pierced  the  inward  substance. 

Every  smatterer  in  anatomy  knows  that  this  peri¬ 
cardium,  or  case  of  the  heart,  contains  in  it  a  thin 
reddish  liquor,  supposed  to  be  bred  from  the  vapours 
which  exhale  out  of  the  heart,  and,  being  stopt  here, 
are  condensed  into  this  watry  substance.  Upon  ex¬ 
amining  this  liquor,  we  found  that  it  had  in  it  all  the 
qualities  of  that  spirit  which  is  made  use  of  in  the 
thermometer,  to  shew  the  change  of  weather. 

Nor  must  I  here  omit  an  experiment  one  of  the 
company  assured  us  he  himself  had  made  with  this 
liquor,  which  he  found  in  great  quantity  about  the 
heart  of  a  coquette  whom  he  had  formerly  dissected. 
He  affirmed  to  us,  that  he  had  actually  inclosed  it  in 
a  small  tube  made  after  the  manner  of  a  weather¬ 
glass  ;  but  that  instead  of  acquainting  him  with  the 
variations  of  theatmostphere,  it  shewed  him  the  qua¬ 
lities  of  those  persons  who  entered  the  room  where 
it  stood.  He  affirmed  also,  that  it  rose  at  the  ap¬ 
proach  of  a  plume  of  feathers,  an  embroidered  coat, 
or  a  pair  of  fringed  gloves ;  and  that  it  fell  as  soon  as 
an  ill-shaped  periwig,  a  clumsy  pair  of  shoes,  or  an 
unfashionable  coat  came  into  his  house.  Nay,  he 
proceeded  so  far  as  to  assure  us,  that  upon  his  laugh¬ 
ing  aloud  when  he  stood  by  it,  the  liquor  mounted 
very  sensibly,  and  immediately  sunk  again  upon  his 
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looking  serious.  In  short,  he  told  us,  that  he  knew 
very  well,  by  this  invention,  whenever  he  had  a  man 
of  sense  or  a  coxcomb  in  h's  room. 

Having  cleared  away  the  pericardium,  or  the  case, 
and  liquor  above  mentioned,  we  came  to  the  heart 
itself.  The  outward  surface  of  it  was  extremely 
slippery,  and  the  mucro,  or  point,  so  very  cold  withal, 
that  upon  endeavouring  to  take  hold  of  it,  it  glided 
through  the  fingers  like  a  smooth  piece  of  ice. 

The  fibres  were  turned  and  twisted  in  a  more  in¬ 
tricate  and  perplexed  manner  than  they  are  usually 
found  in  other  hearts ;  insomuch  that  the  whole  heart 
was  wound  up  together  in  a  Gordian  knot,  and  must 
have  had  very  irregular  and  unequal  motions,  while 
it  was  employed  in  its  vital  function. 

One  thing  we  thought  very  observable,  namely, 
that  upon  examining  all  the  vessels  which  came  into 
it,  or  issued  out  of  it,  we  could  not  discover  any 
communication  that  it  had  with  the  tongue. 

We  could  not  but  take  notice  likewise,  that  seve¬ 
ral  of  those  little  nerves  in  the  heart  which  are  af¬ 
fected  by  the  sentiments  of  love,  hatred,  and  other 
passions,  did  not  descend  to  this  before  us  from  the 
brain,  but  from  the  muscles  which  lie  about  the  eye. 

Upon  weighing  the  heart  in  my  hand,  I  found  it 
to  be  extremely  light,  and  consequently  very  hollow, 
which  I  did  not  wonder  at,  when,  upon  looking  into 
the  inside  of  it,  I  saw  multitudes  of  cells  and  cavities 
running  one  within  another,  as  our  historians  describe 
the  apartments  of  Rosamond’s  bower.  Several  of 
these  little  hollows  were  stuffed  with  innumerable 
sorts  of  trifles,  which  I  shall  forbear  giving  any  par¬ 
ticular  account  of,  and  shall  therefore  only  take  notice 
of  what  lay  first  and  uppermost,  which  upon  our  un¬ 
folding  it,  and  applying  our  microscopes  to  it,  ap¬ 
peared  to  be  a  flame-coloured  hood. 
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We  are  informed  that  the  lady  of  this  heart,  when 
living,  received  the  addresses  of  several  who  made 
love  to  her,  and  did  not  only  give  each  of  them  en¬ 
couragement,  but  made  every  one  she  conversed 
with  believe  that  she  regarded  him  with  an  eye  of 
kindness ;  for  which  reason  we  expected  to  have 
seen  the  impressions  of  multitudes  of  faces  among 
the  several  plaits  and  foldings  of  the  heart ;  but  to 
our  great  surprise  not  a  single  print  of  this  nature 
discovered  itself  until  we  came  into  the  very  core 
and  centre  of  it.  We  there  observed  a  little  figure, 
which,  upon  applying  our  glasses  to  it,  appeared 
dressed  in  a  very  fantastic  manner.  .  The  more  I 
looked  upon  it,  the  more  1  thought  I  had  seen  the 
face  before,  but  could  not  possibly  recollect  either 
the  place  or  time ;  when  at  length,  one  of  the  com¬ 
pany,  who  had  examined  this  figure  more  nicely  than 
the  rest,  shewed  us  plainly  by  the  make  of  its  face, 
and  the  several  turns  of  its  features,  that  the  little 
idol  which  was  thus  lodged  in  the  very  middle  of  the  ' 
heart  was  the  deceased  beau,  whose  head  I  gave 
some  account  of  in  my  last  Tuesday’s  paper. 

As  soon  as  we  had  finished  our  dissection,  we 
resolved  to  make  an  experiment  of  the  heart,  not 
being  able  to  determine  among  ourselves  the  nature 
of  its  substance,  which  differed  in  so  many  par¬ 
ticulars  from  that  of  the  heart  in  other  females. 
Accordingly  we  laid  it  in  a  pan  of  burning  coals, 
when  we  observed  in  it  a  certain  salamandrine  qua¬ 
lity,  that  made  it  capable  of  living  in  the  midst  of 
fire  and  flame,  without  being  consumed,  or  so  much 
as  singed. 

As  we  were  admiring  this  strange  phcenonemon, 
and  standing  round  the  heart  in  a  circle,  it  gave  a 
most  prodigious  sigh,  or  rather  crack,  and  dispersed 
all  at  once  in  smoke  and  vapour.  This  imaginary. 
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noise,  which  methought  was  louder  than  the  burst 
of  a  cannon,  produced  such  a  violent  shake  in  my 
brain,  that  it  dissipated  the  fumes  of  sleep,  and  left 
me  in  an  instant  broad  awake.  L. 


N°  282.  WEDNESDAY,  JANUARY  23, 1711-12. 


■■  ■  Spes  incerta  futuri. 

Virg.  ./En.  viii.  580. 

Hopes  and  fears  in  equal  balance  laid. 

'  Dryden. 

It  is  a  lamentable  thing  that  every  man  is  full  of 
complaints ,  and  constantly  uttering  sentences  against 
the  fickleness  of  fortune,  when  people  generally 
bring  upon  themselves  all  the  calamities  they  fall 
into,  and  are  constantly  heaping  up  matter  for  their 
own  sorrow  and  disappointment.  That  which  pro¬ 
duces  the  greatest  part  of  the  delusions  of  mankind, 
is  a  false  hope  which  people  indulge  with  so  san¬ 
guine  a  flattery  to  themselves,  that  their  hearts  are 
►  bent  upon  fantastical  advantages  which  they  have 
no  reason  to  believe  should  ever ,  have  arrived  to 
them.  By  this  unjust  measure  of  calculating  their 
happiness,  they  often  mourn  with  real  affliction  for 
imaginary  losses.  While  I  am  talking  of  this  un¬ 
happy  way  of  accounting  for  ourselves,  I  cannot 
but  reflect  upon  a  particular  set  of  people,  who,  in 
their  own  favour,  resolve  every  thing  that  is  pos¬ 
sible  into  what  is  probable,  and  then  reckon  on  that 
probability  as  on  what  must  certainly  happen.  Will 
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Honeycomb,  upon  my  observing  his  looking  on  a 
lady  with  some  particular  attention,  gave  me  an  ac¬ 
count  of  the  great  distresses  which  had  laid  waste 
that  her  very  fine  face,  and  had  given  an  air  of  me¬ 
lancholy  to  a  very  agreeable  person.  That  lady  and 
a  couple  of  sisters  of  hers,  were,  said  Will,  fourteen 
years  ago,  the  greatest  fortunes  about  town ;  but 
without  having  any  loss,  by  bad  tenants,  by  bad  se¬ 
curities,  or  any  damage  by  sea  or  land,  are  reduced 
to  very  narrow  circumstances.  They  were  at  that 
time  the  most  inaccessible  haughty  beauties  in  town ; 
and  their  pretensions  to  take  upon  them  at  that  un¬ 
merciful  rate,  were  raised  upon  the  following  scheme, 
according  to  which  all  their  lovers  were  answered. 

‘  Our  father  is  a  youngish  man,  but  then  our  mo¬ 
ther  is  somewhat  older,  and  not  likely  to  have  any 
children:  his  estate  being  800 1.  per  annum,  at  twenty 
years  purchase,  is  worth  16,000/.  Our  uncle,  who^ 
is  above  fifty,  has  400/.  per  annum,  which  at  the 
aforesaid  rate,  is  8,000/.  There  is  a  widow  aunt, 
who  has  10,000/.  at  her  own  disposal,  left  by  her 
husband,  and  an  old  maiden  aunt,  who  has  6,000/. 
Then  our  father’s  mother  has  900/.  per  annum,  which 
is  worth  18,000/.  and  1,000/.  each  of  us  has  of 
our  own,  which  cannot  be  taken  from  us.  These 
summed  up  together  stand  thus  : 


£ 


‘  Father’s  .  800  . .  16,000  This  equally  divided  be- 
Uncle’s  .  .  400  . .  8,000  tween  us  three  amounts 


to  20,000/.  each  :  an  al¬ 
lowance  being  given  for 


Grandmother  900 18,000  enlargement  upon  com- 
Own  1,000  each  .  3,000  mon  fame,  we  may  law¬ 


fully  pass  for  30,000/. 


Total  61,000  fortunes.’ 


VOL.  x. 
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In  prospect  of  this,  and  the  knowledge  of  their 
own  personal  merit,  everv  one  was  contemptible  in 
their  eyes,  and  they  refused  those  offers  which  had 
been  frequently  made  them.  But  mark  the  end. 
The  mother  dies,  the  father  is  married  again  and  has 
a  son ;  on  him  was  entailed  the  father's,  uncle’s,  and 
grandmother’s  estate.  This  cut  off  42,000/.  The 
maiden  aunt  married  a  tall  Irishman,  and  with  her 
went  the  6,000/.  The  widow  died,  and  left  but 
enough  to  pay  her  debts  and  bury  her ;  so  that  there 
remained  for  these  three  girls  but  their  1,000/. — 
They  had  by  this  time  passed  their  prime,  and  got 
on  the  wrong-  side  of  thirtv ;  and  must  pass  the  re¬ 
mainder  of  their  davs.  upbraiding  mankind  that  they 
mind  nothing  but  money,  and  bewailing  that  virtue, 
sense,  and  modestv,  are  had  at  present  in  no  man¬ 
ner  of  estimation. 

I  mention  this  case  of  ladies  before  any  other,  be¬ 
cause  it  is  the  most  irreparable  ;  for  though  youth 
is  the  time  least  capable  of  reflection,  it  is  in  that  sex 
the  only  season  in  which  they  can  advance  their  for¬ 
tunes.  But  if  we  turn  our  thoughts  to  the  men,  we 
see  such  crowds  unhapnv,  from  no  other  reason  but’ 
an  ill-grounded  hope,  that  it  is  hard  to  say  which 
they  rather  deserve,  our  pitv  or  contempt.  It  is  not 
unpleasant  to  see  a  fellow,  after  growing  old  in  at¬ 
tendance,  and  after  having  passed  half  a  life  in  ser¬ 
vitude,  call  himself  the  unhappiest  of  all  men,  and 
pretend  to  be  disappointed,  because  a  courtier  broke 
his  word.  He  that  promises  himself  any  thing  but 
what  may  naturally  arise  from  his  own  property  or 
labour,  and  goes  beyond  the  desire  of  possessing 
above  two  parts  in  three  even  of  that,  lays  up  for 
himself  an  increasing  heap  of  afflictions  and  disap¬ 
pointments.  There  are  but  two  means  in  the  world 
of  gaining  by  other  men,  and  these  are  by  being 
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either  agreeable,  or  considerable.  The  generality 
of  mankind  do  all  things  for  their  own  sakes  ;  and 
when  you  hope  any  thing  from  persons  above  you, 
if  you  cannot  say,  ‘  I  can  be  thus  agreeable,  or  thus 
serviceable,’  it  is  ridiculous  to  pretend  to  the  dignity 
of  being  unfortunate  when  they  leave  you  ;  you  were 
injudicious  in  hoping  for  any  other  than  to  be  ne¬ 
glected  for  such  as  can  come  within  these  descrip¬ 
tions  of  being  capable  to  please  or  serve  your  patron, 
when  his  humour  or  interests  call  for  their  capacity 
either  way. 

It  would  not  methinks  be  a  useless  comparison 
between  the  condition  of  a  man  who  shuns  all  the 
pleasures  of  life,  and  of  one  who  makes  it  his  busi¬ 
ness  to  pursue  them.  Hope  in  the  recluse  makes 
his  austerities  comfortable,  while  the  luxurious  man 
gains  nothing  but  uneasiness  from  his  enjoyments. 
What  is  the  difference  in  the  happiness  of  him  who 
is  macerated  by  abstinence,  and  his  who  is  surfeited 
with  excess  ?  He  who  resigns  the  world  has  no 
temptation  to  envy,  hatred,  malice,  anger,  but  is  in 
constant  possession  of  a  serene  mmd  :  he  who  fol¬ 
lows  the  pleasures  of  it,  which  are  in  their  very  na¬ 
ture  disappointing,  is  in  constant  search  of  care,  so¬ 
licitude,  remorse,  and  confusion. 


‘  MR.  SPECTATOR,  ‘  Jan.  the  14th,  1712. 

‘  I  am  a  young  woman,  and  have  my  fortune 
to  make,  for  which  reason  I  come  constantly  to 
church  to  hear  divine  service,  and  make  conquests  : 
but  one  great  hindrance  to  my  design  is,  that  our 
clerk,  who  was  once  a  gardener,  has  this  Christmas 
so  overdecktthe  church  with  greens,  that  he  has  quite 
spoilt  my  prospect ;  insomuch  that  I  have  scarce 
seen  the  young  baronet  I  dress  at  these  three  weeks, 
though  we  have  both  been  very  constant  at  our  de- 
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votions,  and  do  not  sit  above  three  pews  off.  The 
church,  as  it  is  now  equipt,  looks  more  like  a  green¬ 
house  than  a  place  of  worship.  The  middle  aisle  is 
a  very  pretty  shady  walk,  and  the  pews  look  like  so 
many  arbours  on  each  side  of  it.  The  pulpit  itself 
has  such  clusters  of  ivy,  holly,  and  rosemary  about 
it,  that  a  light  fellow  in  our  pew  took  occasion  to 
say,  that  the  congregation  heard  the  word  out  of  a 
bush,  like  Moses.  Sir  Anthony  Love’s  pew  in  par¬ 
ticular  is  so  well  hedged,  that  all  my  batteries  have 
no  effect.  I  am  obliged  to  shoot  at  random  among 
the  boughs,  without  taking  any  manner  of  aim.  Mr. 
Spectator,  unless  you  will  give  orders  for  removing 
these  greens,  I  shall  grow  a  very  awkward  creature 
at  church,  and  soon  have  little  else  to  do  there  but 
to  say  my  prayers.  I  am  in  haste, 

e  Dear  sir, 

‘  Your  most  obedient  servant, 

T.  ‘  JEOY  SIMPER.’ 
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Magister  artis  ingenique  largitor 
Venter  - 

Pers.  Prolog,  ver.  10. 

Necessity  is  the  mother  of  invention. 

English  Proverbs. 

Lucian  rallies  the  philosophers  in  his  time,  who 
could  not  agree  whether  they  should  admit  riches 
into  the  number  of  real  goods  ;  the  professors  of  the 
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severer  sects  threw  them  quite  out,  while  others  as 
resolutely  inserted  them. 

I  am  apt  to  believe,  that  as  the  world  grew  more 
polite,  the  rigid  doctrines  of  the  first  were  wholly 
discarded ;  and  I  do  not  find  any  one  so  hardy  at 
present  as  to  deny  that  there  are  very  great  advan¬ 
tages  in  the  enjoyment  of  a  plentiful  fortune.  Indeed 
the  best  and  wisest  of  men,  though  they, may  possi¬ 
bly  despise  a  good  part  of  those  things  which  the 
world  calls  pleasures,  can,  I  think,  hardly  be  insen¬ 
sible  of  that  weight  and  dignity  which  a  moderate 
share  of  wealth  adds  to  their  characters,  counsels, 
and  actions. 

We  find  it  a  general  complaint  in  professions  and 
trades,  that  the  richest  members  of  them  are  chiefly 
encouraged,  and  this  is  falsely  imputed  to  the  ill- 
nature  of  mankind,  who  are  ever  bestowing  their 
favours  on  such  as  least  want  them.  Whereas  if 
we  fairly  consider  their  proceedings  in  this  case,  we 
shall  find  them  founded  on  undoubted  reason  :  since 
supposing  both  equal  in  their  natural  integrity,  I 
ought,  in  common  prudence,  to  fear  foul  play  from 
an  indigent  person,  rather  than  from  one  whose  cir¬ 
cumstances  seem  to  have  placed  him  above  the  bare 
temptation  of  money. 

This  reason  also  makes  the  commonwealth  regard 
her  richest  subjects,  as  those  who  are  most  con¬ 
cerned  for  her  quiet  and  interest,  and  consequently 
fittest  to  be  intrusted  with  her  highest  employments. 
On  the  contrary,  Catiline's  saying  to  those  men  of 
desperate  fortunes,  who  applied  themselves  to  him, 
and  of  whom  he  afterwards  composed  his  army,  that 
they  had  nothing  to  hope  for  but  from  a  civil  war, 
was  too  true  not  to  make  the  impressions  he  desired. 

I  believe  I  need  not  fear  but  that  what  I  have  said 
in  praise  of  money,  will  be  more  than  sufficient  with 
n  3* 
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most  of  my  readers  to  excuse  the  subject  of  my  pre¬ 
sent  paper,  which  I  intend  as  an  essay  on  the  ways 
to  raise  a  man’s  fortune,  or  the  art  of  growing  rich. 

The  first  and  most  infallible  method  towards  the 
attaining  of  this  end  is  thrift.  All  men  are  not 
equally  qualified  for  getting  money,  but  it  is  in  the 
power  of  every  one  alike  to  practise  this  virtue,  and 
I  believe  there  are  very  few  persons,  who  if  they 
please  to  reflect  on  their  past  lives,  will  not  find  that 
had  they  saved  all  those  little  sums  which  they  have 
spent  unnecessarily,  they  might  at  present  have  been 
masters  of  a  competent  fortune.  Diligence  justly 
claims  the  $ext  place  to  thrift :  I  find  both  these 
excellently  well  recommended  to  common  use  in  the 
three  following  Italian. proverbs: 

I 

Never  do  that  by  proxy  which  you  can  do  yourself. 

Never  defer  that  till  to-morrow  which  you  can  do  to-day. 

Never  neglect  small  matters  and  expences. 


A  third  instrument  of  growing  rich  is  method  in 
business,  which,  as  well  as  the  two  former,  is  also 
attainable  by  persons  of  the  meanest  capacities. 

The  famous  De  Witt,  one  of  the  greatest  states¬ 
men  of  the  age  in  which  he  lived,  being  asked  by  a 
friend  how  he  was  able  to  dispatch  that  multitude  of 
affairs  in  which  he  was  engaged  ?  replied,  that  his 
whole  art  consisted  in  doing  one  thing  at  once.  ‘  If,’ 
says  he,  ‘  I  have  any  necessary  dispatches  to  make, 
I  think  of  nothing  else  until  those  are  finished :  if 
any  domestic  affairs  require  my  attention,  I  give  my¬ 
self  up  wholly  to  them  until  they  are  set  in  order.’ 

In  short,  we  often  see  men  of  dull  and  phlegmatic 
tempers  arriving  to  great  estates,  by  making  a  regu¬ 
lar  and  orderly  disposition  of  their  business,  and  that 
without  it  the  greatest  parts  and  most  lively  ima- 
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ginations  rather  puzzle  their  affairs,  than  bring  them 
to  an  happy  issue. 

From  what  has  been  said,  I  think  I  may  lay  it 
down  as  a  maxim,  that  every  man  of  good  common 
sense  may,  if  he  pleases,  in  his  particular  station  of 
life,  most  certainly  be  rich.  The  reason  why  we 
sometimes  see  that  men  of  the  greatest  capacities 
are  not  so,  is  either  because  they  despise  wealth  in 
comparison  of  something  else ;  or  at  least  are  not 
content  to  be  getting  an  estate,  unless  they  may  do 
it  in  their  own  way,  and  at  the  same  time  enjoy  all 
the  pleasures  and  gratifications  of  life. 

But  besides  these  ordinary  forms  of  growing  rich, 
it  must  be  allowed  that  there  is  room  for  genius  as 
well  in  this  as  in  all  other  circumstances  of  life. 

Though  the  ways  of  getting  money  were  long  since 
very  numerous,  and  though  so  many  new  ones  have 
been  found  out  of  late  years,  there  is  certainly  still 
remaining  so  large  a  field  for  invention,  that  a  man 
of  an  indifferent  head  might  easily  sit  down  and  draw 
up  such  a  plan  for  the  -conduct  and  support  of  his 
life,  as  was  never  yet  once  thought  of. 

We  daily  see  methods  put  in  practice  by  hungry 
and  ingenious  men,  which  demonstrate  the  power  of 
invention  in  this  particular. 

It  is  reported  of  Scaramouch,  the  first  famous  Ita¬ 
lian  comedian,  that  being  at  Paris  and  in  great  want, 
he  bethought  himself  of  constantly  plying  near  the 
door  of  a  noted  perfumer  in  that  city,  and  when  any 
one  came  out  who  had  been  buying  snuff,  never 
failed  to  desire  a  taste  of  them:  when  he  had  by  this 
means  got  together  a  quantity  made  up  of  several 
different  sorts,  he  sold  it  again  at  a  lower  rate  to  the 
same  perfumer,  who  finding  out  the  trick,  called  it 
‘  Tabac  de  mille jleur s’  or,  ‘  Snuff  of  a  thousand 
flowers.’  The  story  farther  tells  us,  that  by  this 
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means  he  got  a  very  comfortable  subsistence,  until 
making  too  much  haste  to  grow  rich,  he  one  day  took 
such  an  unreasonable  pinch  out  of  the  box  of  a  Swiss 
officer,  as  engaged  him  in  a  quarrel,  and  obliged  him 
to  quit  this  ingenious  way  of  life. 

Nor  can  I  in  this  place  omit  doing  justice  to  a 
youth  of  my  own  country,  who  though  he  is  scarce 
yet  twelve  years  old,  has  with  great  industry  and  ap¬ 
plication  attained  to  the  art  of  beating  the  grena¬ 
diers  march  on  his  chin.  I  am  credibly  informed 
that  by  this  means  he  does  not  only  maintain  himself 
and  his  mother,  but  that  he  is  laying  up  money  every 
day,  with  a  design,  if  the  war  continues,  to  purchase 
a  drum  at  least,  if  not  a  pair  of  colours. 

I  shall  conclude  these  instances  with  the  device  of 
the  famous  Rabelais,  when  he  was  at  a  great  distance 
from  Paris,  and  without  money  to  bear  his  expenses 
thither.  The  ingenious  author  being  thus  sharp-set, 
got  together  a  convenient  quantity  of  brick-dust,  and 
having  disposed  of  it  into  several  papers,  writ  upon 
one,  ‘  Poison  for  monsieur upon  a  second,  ‘  Poison 
for  the  dauphin,’  and  on  a  third,  ‘  Poison  for  the 
king.’  Having  made  this  provision  for  the  royal 
family  of  France,  he  laid  his  papers  so  that  his  land¬ 
lord,  who  was  an  inquisitive  man,  and  a  good  sub¬ 
ject,  might  get  a  sight  of  them. 

The  plot  succeeded  as  he  desired.  The  host  gave 
immediate  intelligence  to  the  secretary  of  state.  The 
secretary  presently  sent  down  a  special  messenger, 
who  brought  up  the  traitor  to  court,  and  provided 
him  at  the  king's  expence  with  proper  accommoda¬ 
tions  on  the  road.  As  soon  as  he  appeared,  he  was 
known  to  be  the  celebrated  Rabelais,  and  his  pow¬ 
der  upon  examination  being  found  very  innocent, 
the  jest  was  only  laughed  at:  for  which  a  less  emi¬ 
nent  droll  would  have  been  sent  to  the  gallies. 
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Trade  and  commerce  might  doubtless  be  still 
varied  a  thousand  ways,  out  of  which  would  arise 
such  branches  as  have  not  yet  been  touched.  The 
famous  Doily  is  still  fresh  in  every  one’s  me¬ 
mory,  who  raised  a  fortune  by  finding  out  materials 
for  such  stuffs  as  might  at  once  be  cheap  and  gen¬ 
teel.  I  have  heard  it  affirmed,  that  had  not  he  dis¬ 
covered  this  frugal  method  of  gratifying  our  pride, 
we  should  hardly  have  been  able  to  carry  on  the  last 
war. 

I  regard  trade  not  only  as  highly  advantageous  to 
the  commonwealth  in  general,  but  as  the  most  na¬ 
tural  and  likely  method  of  making  a  man’s  fortune ; 
having  observed,  since  my  being  a  Spectator  in  the 
world,  greater  estates  got  about  Change,  than  at 
Whitehall  or  St.  James’s.  I  believe  I  may  also  add, 
that  the  first  acquisitions  are  generally  attended  with 
more  satisfaction,  and  as  good  a  conscience. 

I  must  not  however  close  this  essay  without  ob¬ 
serving,  that  what  has  been  said  is  only  intended  for 
persons  in  the  common  ways  of  thriving,  and  is  not 
designed  for  those  men  who  from  low  beginnings 
push  themselves  up  to  the  top  of  states,  and  the  most 
considerable  figures  in  life.  My  maxim  of  saving  is 
not  designed  for  such  as  these,  since  nothing  is  more 
usual  than  for  thrift  to  disappoint  the  ends  of  ambi¬ 
tion  ;  it  being  almost  impossible  that  the  mind  should 
be  intent  upon  trifles,  while  it  is  at  the  same  time 
forming  some  great  design. 

I  may  therefore  compare  these  men  to  a  great 
poet,  who,  as  Longinus  says,  while  he  is  full  of 
the  most  magnificent  ideas,  is  not  always  at  lei¬ 
sure  to  mind  the  little  beauties  and  niceties  of  his 
art. 

I  would,  however,  have  all  my  readers  take  great 
care  how  they  mistake  themselves  for  uncommon  ge- 
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niuses,  and  men  above  rule,  since  it  is  very  easy  for 
them  to  be  deceived  in  this  particular. 


X. 
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Pusthabui  tamen  illorum  mea  seria  ludo.* 

Virg.  Eel.  vii.  17, 

Their  mirth  to  share,  I  bid  my  business  wait. 

An  unaffected  behaviour  is  without  question  a  very 
great  charm  ;  but  under  the  notion  of  being  uncon¬ 
strained  and  disengaged,  people  take  upon  them  to 
be  unconcerned  in  any  duty  of  life.  A  general  negli¬ 
gence  is  what  they  assume  upon  all  occasions,  and 
set  up  for  an  aversion  to  all  manner  of  business  and 
attention.  ‘  I  am  the  carelessest  creature  in  the  world, 
I  have  certainly  the  worst  memory  of  any  man  living,’ 
are  frequent  expressions  in  the  mouth  of  a  pretender 
of  this  sort.  It  is  a  professed  maxim  with  these  peo¬ 
ple  never  to  think;  there  is  something  so  solemn  in 
reflection,  they,  forsooth,  can  never  give  themselves 
time  for  such  a  way  of  employing  themselves.  It 
happens  often  that  this  sort  ofjnan  is  heavy  enough 
in  his  nature  to  be  a  good  proficient  in  such  matters 
as  are  attainable  by  industry;  but,  alas!  he  has  such 
an  ardent  desire  to  be  what  he  is  not,  to  be  too  vola¬ 
tile,  to  have  the  faults  of  a  person  of  spirit,  that  he 
professes  himself  the  most  unfit  man  living  for  any 

*  The  motto  of  the  original  paper  in  folio  was  what  is 
now  the  motto  of  No.  54.  Strenva  nos  exercei  inertia.'  Hor. 
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manner  of  application.  When  this  humour  enters 
into  the  head  of  a  female,  she  generally  professes 
sickness  upon  all  occasions,  and  acts  all  things  with 
an  indisposed  air.  She  is  offended,  but  her  mind  is 
too  lazy  to  raise  her  to  anger,  therefore  she  lives  only 
as  actuated  by  a  violent  spleen,  and  gentle  scorn. 
She  has  hardly  curiosity  to  listen  to  scandal  of  her 
acquaintance,  and  has  never  attention  enough  to  hear 
them  commended.  This  affectation  in  both  sexes 
makes  them  vain  of  being  useless,  and  take  a  cer¬ 
tain  pride  in  their  insignificancy. 

Opposite  to  this  folly  is  another  no  less  unreason¬ 
able,  and  that  is,  the  ‘  impertinence  of  being  always 
in  a  hurry.’  There  are  those  who  visit  ladies,  and 
beg  pardon,  before  they  are  well  seated  in  their 
chairs,  that  they  just  called  in,  but  are  obliged  to  at¬ 
tend  business  of  importance  elsewhere  the  very  next 
moment.  Thus  they  run  from  place  to  place,  pro¬ 
fessing  that  they  are  obliged  to  be  still  in  another 
company  than  that  which  they  are  in.  These  per¬ 
sons  who  are  just  a  going  somewhere  else  should 
never  be  detained  ;  let  all  the  world  allow  that  business 
is  to  be  minded,  and  their  affairs  will  be  at  an  end. 
Their  vanity  is  to  be  importun'ed,  and  compliance 
with  their  multiplicity  of  affairs  would  effectually  dis¬ 
patch  them.  The  travelling  ladies,  who  have  half  the 
town  to  see  in  an  afternoon,  may  be  pardoned  for  be¬ 
ing  in  constant  hurry ;  but  it  is  inexcusable  in  men 
to  come  where  they  have  no  business,  to  profess  they 
absent  themselves  where  they  have.  It  has  been  re¬ 
marked  by  some  nice  observers  and  critics,  that  there 
is  nothing  discovers  the  true  temper  of  a  person  so 
much  as  his  letters.  I  have  by  me  two  epistles,  which 
are  written  by  two  people  of  the  different  humours 
abovementioned.  It  is  wonderful  that  a  man  can¬ 
not  observe  upon  himself  when  he  sits  down  to  write, 
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but  that  he  will  gravely  commit  himself  to  paper  the 
same  man  that  he  is  in  the  freedom  of  conversation. 
I  have  hardly  seen  a  line  from  any  of  these  gentle¬ 
men,  but  spoke  them  as  absent  from  what  they  were 
doing,  as  they  profess  they  are  when  they  come  into 
company.  For  the  folly  is,  that  they  have  persuaded 
themselves  they  really  are  busy.  Thus  their  whole 
time  is  spent  in  suspense  of  the  present  moment  to 
the  next,  and  then  from  the  next  to  the  succeeding, 
which,  to  the  end  of  life,  is  to  pass  away  with  pretence 
to  many  things,  and  execution  of  nothing. 


‘  SIR, 

‘  The  post  is  just  going  out,  and  I  have  many 
other  letters  of  very  great  importance  to  write  this 
evening,  but  I  could  not  omit  making  my  compli¬ 
ments  to  you  for  your  civilities  to  me  when  I  was 
last  in  town.  It  is  my  misfortune  to  be  so  full  of  bu¬ 
siness,  that  I  cannot  tell  you  a  thousand  things  which 
I  have  to  say  to  you.  I  must  desire  you  to  commu¬ 
nicate  the  contents  of  this  to  no  one  living:  but  be¬ 
lieve  me  to  be,  with  the  greatest  fidelity, 

‘  SIR, 

‘  Your  most  obedient 

‘  humble  servant, 

‘  STEPHEN  COURIER.’ 

*  MADAM, 

‘  I  hate  writing,  of  all  things  in  the  world; 
however,  though  I  have  drank  the  waters,  and  am 
told  I  ought  not  to  use  my  eyes  so  much,  I  cannot 
forbear  writing  to  you,  to  tell  you  I  have  been  to 
the  last  degree  hipped  since  I  saw  you.  How  could 
you  entertain  such  a  thought,  as  that  I  should  hear 
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of  that  silly  fellow  with  patience?  Take  my  word 
for  it,  there  is  nothing  in  it ;  and  you  may  believe  it 
when  so  lazy  a  creature  as  I  am  undergo  the  pains 
to  assure  you  of  it,  by  taking  pen,  ink,  and  paper  in 
my  hand.  Forgive  this;  you  know  I  shall  not  often 
offend  in  this  kind.  I  am  very  much 

‘  Your  servant, 

‘  BRIDGET  EITHERDOWX.’ 

‘  The  fellow  is  of  your  country,  pr’ythee  send  me 
word  however  whether  he  has  so  great  an  estate.’ 

*  MR.  SPECTATOR,  *  Jan.  24,  1712. 

‘  I  am  clerk  of  the  parish  from  whence  Mrs. 
Simper  sends  her  complaint,  in  your  Spectator  of 
Wednesday  last.  I  must  beg  of  you  to  publish  this 
as  a  public  admonition  to  the  aforesaid  Mrs.  Simper, 
otherwise  all  my  honest  care  in  the  disposition  of  the 
greens  in  the  church  will  have  no  effect;  I  shall  there¬ 
fore,  with  your  leave,  lay  before  you  the  whole  mat¬ 
ter.  I  was  formerly,  as  she  charges  me,  for  several 
years  a  gardener  in  the  county  of  Kent:  but  1  must 
absolutely  deny  that  it  is  out  of  any  affection  I  retain 
for  my  old  employment  that  I  have  placed  my  greens 
so  liberally  about  the  church,  but  out  of  a  particular 
spleen  I  conceived  against  Mrs.  Simper  (and  others 
of  the  same  sisterhood)  some  time  ago.  As  to  her¬ 
self,  I  had  one  day  set  the  hundredth  Psalm,  and  was 
singing  the  first  line  in  order  to  put  the  congregation 
into  the  tune;  she  was  all  the  while  curtsying  to  Sir 
Anthony,  in  so  affected  and  indecent  a  manner,  that 
the  indignation  I  conceived  at  it  made  me  forget  my¬ 
self  so  far,  as  from  the  tune  of  that  psalm  to  wander 
into  Southwell  tune,  and  from  thence  into  Windsor 
tune,  still  unable  to  recover  myself,  until  I  had  with 
the  utmost  confusion  set  a  new  one.  Nay,  I  have 
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often  seen  her  rise  up  and  smile,  and  curtsy  to  one 
at  the  lower  end  of  the  church  in  the  midst  of  a 
Gloria  Patri;  and  when  I  have  spoken  the  assent  to 
a  prayer  with  a  long  Amen,  uttered  with  decent  gra¬ 
vity,  she  has  been  rolling  her  eyes  round  about  in 
such  a  manner,  as  plainly  shewed,  however  she  was 
moved,  it  was  not  towards  an  heavenly  object.  In 
fine,  she  extended  her  conquests  so  far  over  the  males, 
and  raised  such  envy  in  the  females,  that  what  be¬ 
tween  love  of  those,  and  the  jealousy  of  these,  I  was 
almost  the  only  person  that  looked  in  a  prayer-book 
all  church-time.  I  had  several  projects  in  my  head 
to  put  a  stop  to  this  growing  mischief;  but  as  I  have 
long  lived  in  Kent,  and  there  often  heard  how  the 
Kentish  men  evaded  the  Conqueror,  by  carrying 
green  boughs  over  their  heads,  it  put  me  in  mind  of 
practising  this  device  against  Mrs.  Simper.  I  find  I 
have  preserved  many  a  young  man  from  her  eye-shot 
by  this  means  :  therefore  humbly  pray  the  boughs 
may  be  fixed,  until  she  shall  give  security  for  her 
peaceable  intentions. 

‘  Your  humble  servant, 

.  ‘  FRANCIS  STERNHOLD.’ 
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Ne,  quicunque  Deus,  quicunqne  adliibebitur  hcros, 

Regali  conspectus  in  auro  nuper  et  astro, 

Migret  in  obscuras  hvmili  sermone  tabernas: 

Aut,  dum  vitat  huinum,  nubes  et  inaniu  captet. 

Hor.  Ars  Poet.  ver.  227.  ' 

But  then  they  did  not  wrong  themselves  so  much, 
To  make  a  god,  a  hero,  or  a  king, 

(Stript  of  his  golden  crown,  and  purple  robe) 
Descend  to  a  mechanic  dialect ; 

Nor  (to  avoid  such  meanness)  soaring  high, 

With  empty  sound,  and  airy  notions,  fly. 

Roscommon. 

Having  already  treated  of  the  fable,  the  characters, 
and  sentiments  in  the  Paradise  Lost,  we  are  in  the 
last  place  to  consider  the  language ;  and  as  the 
learned  world  is  very  much  divided  upon  Milton  as 
to  this  point,  I  hope  they  will  excuse  me  if  I  appear 
particular  in  any  of  my  opinions,  and  incline  to  those 
who  judge  the  most  advantageously  of  the  author. 

It  is  requisite  that  the  language  of  an  heroic  poem 
should  be  both  perspicuous  and  sublime.  In  pro¬ 
portion  as  either  of  these  two  qualities  are  wanting, 
the  language  is  imperfect.  Perspicuity  is  the  first 
and  most  necessary  qualification ;  insomuch  that  a 
good-natured  reader  sometimes  overlooks  a  little 
slip  even  in  the  grammar  or  syntax,  where  it  is  im¬ 
possible  for  him  to  mistake  the  poet’s  sense.  Of  this 
kind  is  that  passage  in  Milton,  wherein  he  speaks 
of  Satan : 
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- God  and  his  Son  except, 

Created  thing  nought  valu’d  he  nor  shunn’d  : 

and  that  in  which  he  describes  Adam  and  Eve  : 

Adam  the  goodliest  man  of  men  since  born 
His  sons,  the  fairest  of  her  daughters  Eve. 

It  is  plain,  that  in  the  former  of  these  passages, 
according  to  the  natural  syntax,  the  divine  persons 
mentioned  in  the  first  line  are  represented  as  created 
beings ;  and  that,  in  the  other,  Adam  and  Eve  are 
confounded  with  their  sons  and  daughters.  Such  little 
blemishes  as  these,  when  the  thought  is  great  and  na¬ 
tural,  we  should,  with  Horace,  impute  to  a  pardon¬ 
able  inadvertency,  or  to  the  weakness  of  human  na¬ 
ture,  which  cannot  attend  to  each  minute  particular, 
and  give  the  last  finishing  to  every  circumstance  in  so 
long  a  work.  The  ancient  critics,  therefore,  who 
were  actuated  by  a  spirit  of  candour,  rather  than  that 
of  cavilling,  invented  certain  figures  of  speech,  on 
purpose  to  palliate  little  errors  of  this  nature  in  the 
writings  of  those  authors  who  had  so  many  greater 
beauties  to  atone  for  them. 

If  clearness  and  perspicuity  were  only  to  be  con¬ 
sulted,  the  poet  would,  have  nothing  else  to  do  but 
to  clothe  his  thoughts  in  the  most  plain  and  natural 
expressions.  But  since  it  often  happens  that  the 
most  obvious  phrases,  and  those  which  are  used  in 
ordinary  conversation,  become  too  familiar  to  the 
ear,  and  contract  a  kind  of  meanness  by  passing 
through  the  mouths  of  the  vulgar;  a  poet  should 
takeparticularcare  to  guard  himself against  idiomatic 
ways  of  speaking.  Ovid  and  Lucan  havemany  poor¬ 
nesses  of  expression  upon  this  account,  as  taking  up 
with  the  first  phrases  that  offered,  without  putting 
themselves  to  the  trouble  of  looking  after  such  as 
would  not  only  have  been  natural,  but  also  elevated 
and  sublime.  Milton  has  but  few  failings  in  this  kind, 
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of  which,  however,  you  may  meet  with  some  instances, 
as  in  the  following  passages  : 

Embiios  and  idiots,  eremites  and  friars, 

White,  black,  and  grey,  with  all  their  trumpery. 

Here  pilgrims  roam - ■ 

- A  while  discourse  they  hold 

No  fear  lest  dinner  cool ;  when  thus  began 

'  Our  author - - 

Who  of  all  ages  to  succeed,  hut  feeling 
The  evil  on  him  brought  by  me,  will  curse 
My  head,  ill  fare  our  ancestor  impure, 

For  this  we  may  thank  Adam. - 

The  great  masters  in  composition  know  very  well 
that  many  an  elegant  phrase  becomes  improper  for 
a  poet  or  an  orator,  when  it  has  been  debased  by 
common  use.  For  this  reason  the  works  of  ancient 
authors,  which  are  written  in  dead  languages,  have 
a  great  advantage  over  those  which  are  written  in 
languages  that  are  now  spoken.  Were  there  any 
mean  phrases  or  idioms  in  Virgil  or  Homer,  they 
would  not  shock  the  ear  of  the  most  delicate  modern 
reader,  so  much  as  they  would  have  done  that  of  an 
old  Greek  or  Roman,  because  we  never  hear  them 
pronounced  in  our  streets,  or  in  ordinary  conversa¬ 
tion. 

It  is  not  therefore  sufficient,  that  the  language  of 
an  epic  poem  be  perspicuous,  unless  it  be  also  sub¬ 
lime.  To  this  end  it  ought  to  deviate  from  the  com¬ 
mon  forms  and  ordinary  phrases  of  speech.  The 
judgment  of  a  poet  very  much  discovers  itself  in 
shunning  the  common  roads  of  expression,  without 
falling  into  such  ways  of  speech  as  may  seem  stiff 
and  unnatural :  he  must  not  swell  into  a  false  sub¬ 
lime,  by  endeavouring  to  avoid  the  other  extreme. 
Among  the  Greeks,  JEschylus,  and  sometimes  So¬ 
phocles,  were  guilty  of  this  fault ;  among  the  Latins, 
Claudian  and  Statius  ;  and  among  our  own  country¬ 
men,  Shakspeare  and  Lee.  In  these  authors  the 
o  3 
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affectation  of  greatness  often  hurts  the  perspicuity 
of  the  style,  as  in  many  others  the  endeavour  after 
perspicuity  prejudices  its  greatness. 

Aristotle  has  observed,  that  the  idiomatic  style 
may  be  avoided,  and  the  sublime  formed,  by  the  fol¬ 
lowing  methods.  First,  by  the  use  of  metaphors ; 
such  are  those  of  Milton  : 


Imparadis’d  in  one  another’s  arms. 

• - And  in  his  hand  a  reed 

Stood  waving  tipt  with  fire. - 

The  grassy  clods  now  calv’d - — 

Spangled  with  eyes  - . 

In  these  and  innumerable  other  instances,  the  me¬ 
taphors  are  very  bold  but  just :  I  must  however  ob¬ 
serve,  that  the  metaphors  are  not  so  thick  sown  in 
Milton,  which  always  savours  too  much  of  wit :  that 
they  never  clash  with  one  another,  which,  as  Aristotle 
observes,  turns  a  sentence  into  a  kind  of  an  enigma 
or  riddle ;  and  that  he  seldom  has  recourse  to  them 
where  the  proper  and  natural  words  will  do  as  well. 

Another  way  of  raising  the  language,  and  giving 
it  a  poetical  turn,  is  to  make  use  of  the  idioms  of 
other  tongues.  Virgil  is  full  of  the  Greek  forms  of 
speech,  which  the  critics  call  Hellenisms,  as  Horace 
in  his  odes  abounds  with  them  much  more  than 
Virgil.  I  need  not  mention  the  several  dialects 
which  Homer  has  made  use  of  for  this  end.  Milton, 
in  conformity  with  the  practice  of  the  ancient  poets, 
and  with  Aristotle’s  rule,  has  infused  a  great  many 
Latiuisms,  as  well  as  Grsecisms,  and  sometimes  He¬ 
braisms,  into  the  language  of  his  poem;  as  towards 
the  beginning  of  it : 

Nor  did  they  not  perceive  the  evil  plight 
In  which  they  were,  or  the  fierce  pains  not  feel.  J 
Yet  to  their  general’s  voice  they  soon  obey’d — 
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- Who  shall  tempt  with  wandering  feet  ] 

The  dark  unbottom'd  infinite  abyss, 

And  through  the  palpable  obscure  find  out 
His  uncouth  way,  or  spread  his  airy  flight 
Upborn  with  indefatigable  wings 
Over  the  vast  abrupt! 

- So  both  ascend 

In  the  visions  of  God - . 

BOOK  II. 

Under  this  head  may  be  reckoned  the  placing  the 
adjective  after  the  substantive,  the  transposition  of 
words,  the  turning  the  adjective  into  a  substantive, 
with  several  other  foreign  modes  of  speech  which 
this  poet  has  naturalized,  to  give  his  verse  the  greater 
sound,  and  throw  it  out  of  prose. 

The  third  method  mentioned  by  Aristotle,  is  what 
agrees  with  the  genius  of  the  Greek  language  more 
than  with  that  of  any  other  tongue,  and  is  therefore 
more  used  by  Homer  than  by  any  other  poet.  I 
mean  the  lengthening  of  a  phrase  by  the  addition  of 
words,  which  may  either  be  inserted  or  omitted,  as 
also  by  the  extending  or  contracting  of  particular 
words  by  the  insertion  or  omission  of  certain  sylla¬ 
bles.  Milton  has  put  in  practice  this  method  of 
raising  his  language,  as  far  as  the  nature  of  our 
tongue  will  permit,  as  in  the  passage  above  men¬ 
tioned,  eremite,  for  what  is  hermit  in  common  dis¬ 
course.  If  you  obsei-ve  the  measure  of  his  verse, 
he  has  with  great  judgment  suppressed  at  syllable  in 
several  words,  and  shortened  those  of  two  syllables 
into  one ;  by  which  method,  besides  the  above-men¬ 
tioned  advantage,  he  has  given  a  greater  variety  to 
his  numbers.  But  this  practice  is  more  particularly 
remarkable  in  the  names  of  persons  and  of  coun¬ 
tries,  as  Beelzebub,  Hessebon,  and  in  many  other 
particulars,  wherein  he  has  either  changed  the  name, 
or  made  use  of  that  which  is  not  the  most  commonly 
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known,  that  he  might  the  better  deviate  from  the 
language  of  the  vulgar. 

The  same  reason  recommended  to  him  several 
old  words,  which  also  makes  his  poem  appear  the 
more  venerable,  and  gives  it  a  greater  air  of  antiquity. 

I  must  likewise  take  notice,  that  there  are  in  Mil- 
ton  several  words  of  his  own  coining,  as  ‘  cerberean, 
miscreated,  hell-doomed,  embryon  atoms’,  and  many 
others.  If  the  reader  is  offended  at  this  liberty  in 
our  English  poet,  1  would  recommend  to  him  a  dis¬ 
course  in  Plutarch,  which  shews  us  how  frequently 
Homer  has  made  use  of  the  same  liberty. 

Milton,  by  the  above-mentioned  helps,  and  by  the 
choice  of  the  noblest  words  and  phrases  which  our 
tongue  would  afford  him,  has  carried  our  language 
to  a  greater  height  than  any  of  the  English  poets 
have  ever  done  before  or  after  him,  and  made  the 
sublimity  of  his  style  equal  to  that  of  his  .sentiments. 

I  have  been  the  more  particular  in  these  observa¬ 
tions  on  Milton’s  style,  because  it  is  in  that  part  of 
him  in  which  he  appears  the  most  singular.  The  re¬ 
marks  I  have  here  made  upon  the  practice  of  other 
poets,  with  my  observations  out  of  Aristotle,  will 
perhaps  alleviate  the  prejudice  which  some  have 
taken  to  his  poem  upon  this  account ;  though,  after 
all,  I  must  confess  that  1  think  his  style,  though  ad¬ 
mirable  in  general,  is  in  some  places  too  much  stiff¬ 
ened  and  obscured  by  the  frequent  use  of  those  me¬ 
thods  which  Aristotle  has  prescribed  for  the  raising 
of  it. 

This  redundancy  of  those  several  ways  of  speech 
which  Aristotle  calls  ‘  foreign  language,’  and  with 
which  Milton  has  so  very  much  enriched,  and  in 
some  places  darkened  the  language  of  his  poem,  was 
the  more  proper  for  his  use,  because  his  poem  is 
written  in  blank  verse.  Rhyme,  without  any  other 
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assistance,  throws  the  language  off  from  prose,  and 
very  often  makes  an  indifferent  phrase  pass  unre¬ 
garded;  but  where  the  verse  is  not  built  upon 
ryhmes,  there  pomp  of  sound  and  energy  of  expres¬ 
sion  are  indispensably  necessary  to  support  the  style, 
and  keep  it  from  falling  into  the  flatness  of  prose. 

Those  who  have  not  a  taste  for  this  elevation  of 
style,  and  are  apt  to  ridicule  a  poet  when  he  departs 
from  the  common  forms  of  expression,  would  do  well 
to  see  how  Aristotle  has  treated  an  ancient  author 
called  Euclid,  for  his  insipid  mirth  upon  this  occa¬ 
sion.  Mr.  Dryden  used  to  call  these  sort  of  men 
his  prose-critics. 

I  should,  under  this  head  of  the  language,  consi¬ 
der  Milton’s  numbers,  in  which  he  has  made  use  of 
several  elisions,  which  are  not  customary  among 
other  English  poets,  as  may  be  particularly  observed 
in  his  cutting  off  the  letter  Y,  when  it  precedes  a 
vowel.  This,  and  some  other  innovations  in  the 
measure  of  his  verse,  has  varied  his  numbers  in  such 
a  manner,  as  makes  them  incapable  of  satiating  the 
ear,  and  cloying  the  reader,  which  the  same  uniform 
measure  would  certainly  have  done,  and  which  the 
perpetual  returns  of  rhyme  never  fail  to  do  in  long 
narrative  poems.  I  shall  close  these  reflectionsupon 
the  Language  of  Paradise  Lost  with  observing,  that 
Milton  has  copied  after  Homer  rather  than  Virgil  in 
the  length  of  his  periods,  the  copiousness  of  his 
phrases,  and  the  running  of  his  verses  into  one  an¬ 
other.  L, 
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Nomina  honesta  pi'cetemluvtur  vitiis. 

Tacit.  Ann.  1.  xiv.  c.  21.  ' 

Specious  names  are  lent  to  cover  vices. 

*  MR.  SPECTATOR,  ‘York,  Jan.  18,1711-12. 

‘  I  pretend  not  to  inform  a  gentleman  of  so  much 
taste,  whenever  he  pleases  to  use  it ;  but  it  may  not 
be  amiss  to  inform  your  readers,  that  there  is  a  false 
delicacy,  as  well  as  a  true  one.  True  delicacy,  as,  I 
take  it,  consists  in  exactness  of  judgment  and  dig¬ 
nity  of  sentiment,  or,  if  you  will,  purity  of  affection, 
as  this  is  opposed  to  corruption  and  grossness. — 
There  are  pedants  in  breeding,  as  well  as  in  learn¬ 
ing.  The  eye  that  cannot  bear  the  light  is  not  de¬ 
licate,  but  sore.  A  good  constitution  appears  in  the 
soundness  and  vigour  of  the  parts,  not  in  the  squeam¬ 
ishness  of  the  stomach  ;  and  a  false  delicacy  is  affec¬ 
tation,  not  politeness.  What  then  can  be  the  stand¬ 
ard  of  delicacy,  but  truth  and  virtue  ?  Virtue,  which 
as  the  satirist  long  since  observed,  is  real  honour ; 
whereas  the  other  distinctions  among  mankind  are 
merely  titular.  Judging  by  that  rule,  in  my  opinion, 
and  in  that  of  many  of  your  virtuous  female  readers, 
you  are  so  far  from  deserving  Mr.  Courtly’s  accusa¬ 
tion,  that  you  seem  too  gentle,  and  to  allow  too 
many  excuses  for  an  enormous  crime,  which  is  the 
reproach  of  the  age,  and  is  in  all  its  branches  and 
degrees  expressly  forbidden  by  that  religion  we  pre¬ 
tend  to  profess ;  and  whose  laws,  in  a  nation  that 
calls  itself  Christian,  one  would  think  should  take 
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place  of  those  rules  which  men  of  corrupt  minds,  and 
those  of  weak  understandings,  follow.  I  know  not 
any  thing  more  pernicious  to  good  manners,  than  the 
giving  fair  names  to  foul  actions :  for  this  confounds 
vice  and  virtue,  and  takes  off  that  natural  horror  we 
have  to  evil.  An  innocent  creature,  who  would  start 
at  the  name  of  strumpet,  may  think  it  pretty  to  be 
called  a  mistress,  especially  if  her  seducer  has  taken 
care  to  inform  her,  that  an  union  of  hearts  is  the 
principal  matter  in  the  sight  of  heaven,  and  that  the 
business  at  church  is  a  mere  idle  ceremony.  Who 
knows  not  that  the  difference  between  obscene  and 
modest  words  expressing  the  same  action,  consists 
only  in  the  accessary  idea,  for  there  is  nothing  im¬ 
modest  in  letters  and  syllables.  Fornication  and 
adultery  are  modest  words ;  because  they  express 
an  evil  action  as  criminal,  and  so  as  to  excite  horror 
and  aversion ;  whereas  words  representing  the  plea¬ 
sure  rather  than  the  sin,  are,  for  this  reason,  indecent 
and  dishonest.  Your  papers  would  be  chargeable 
with  something  worse  than  indelicacy,  they  would 
be  immortal,  did  you  treat  the  detestable  sins  of  un¬ 
cleanness  in  the  same  manner  as  you  rally  an  imper¬ 
tinent  self-love,  and  an  artful  glance  ;  as  those  laws 
would  be  very  unjust  that  should  chastise  murder 
and  petty  larceny  with  the  same  punishment.  Even 
delicacy  requires  that  the  pity  shewn  to  distressed 
indigent  wickedness,  first  betrayed  into,  and  then 
expelled  the  harbours  of  the  brothel,  should  be 
changed  to  detestation,  when  we  consider  pampered 
vice  in  the  habitations  of  the  wealthy.  The  most 
free  person  of  quality,  in  Mr.  Courtly’s  phrase,  that 
is,  to  speak  properly,  a  woman  of  figure  who  has  for¬ 
got  her  birth  and  breeding,  dishonoured  her  relations 
and  herself,  abandoned  her  virtue  and  reputation, 
together  with  the  natural  modesty  of  her  sex,  and 
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risked  her  very  soul,  is  so  far  from  deserving  to  be 
treated  with  no  worse  character  than  that  of  a  kind 
woman,  which  is,  doubtless,  Mr.  Courtly’s  meaning, 
(if  he  has  any)  that  one  can  scarce  be  too  severe  on 
her,  inasmuch  as  she  sins  against  greater  restraints, 
is  less  exposed,  and  liable  to  fewer  temptations, 
than  beauty  in  poverty  and  distress.  It  is  hoped, 
therefore,  sir,  that  you  will  not  lay  aside  your  gene¬ 
rous  design  of  exposing  that  monstrous  wickedness 
of  the  town,  whereby  a  multitude  of  innocents  are 
sacrificed  in  a  more  barbarous  manner  than  those  who 
were  offered  to  Moloch.  The  unchaste  are  pro¬ 
voked  to  see  their  vice  exposed,  and  the  chaste  can¬ 
not  rake  into  such  filth  without  danger  of  defile¬ 
ment,  but  a  mere  spectator  may  look  into  the  bot¬ 
tom,  and  come  off-  without  partaking  in  the  guilt. 
The  doing  so  will  convince  us  you  pursue  public 
good,  and  not  merely  your  own  advantage  ;  but  if 
your  zeal  slackens,  how  can  one  help  thinking  that 
Mr.  Courtly’s  letter  is  but  a  feint  to  get  off  from  a 
subject,  in  which  either  your  own,  or  the  private  and 
base  ends  of  others  to  whom  you  are  partial,  or  those 
of  whom  you  are  afraid,  would  not  endure  a  refor¬ 
mation?  ‘  I  am,  sir, 

‘  Your  humble  servant  and  admirer,  so  long 
as  you  tread  in  the  paths  of  truth,  virtue, 
and  honour.’ 


*  Trin.  Coll.  Cantab.  Jan.  12, 1711-12. 

‘  MR.  SPECTATOR, 

‘  It  is  my  fortune  to  have  a  chamber-fellow, 
writh  whom,  though  I  agree  very  well  in  many  senti¬ 
ments,  yet  there  is  one  in  which  we  are  as  contrary 
as  light  and  darkness.  We  are  both  in  love.  His 
mistress  is  a  lovely  fair,  and  mine  a  lovely  brown. 
Now  as  the  praise  of  our  mistresses’ beauty  employs 
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much  of  our  time,  we  have  frequent  quarrels  in  en¬ 
tering  upon  that  subject,  while  each  says  all  he  can 
to  defend  his  choice.  Formy  own  part,  I  have  racked 
my  fancy  to  the  utmost ;  and  sometimes  with  the 
greatest  warmth  of  imagination  have  told  him,  that 
night  was  made  before  day,  and  many  more  fine 
things,  though  without  any  effect ;  nay,  last  night  I 
could  not  forbear  saying  with  more  heat  than  judg¬ 
ment,  that  the  devil  ought  to  be  painted  white.  Now 
my  desire  is,  sir,  that  you  would  be  pleased  to  give 
us  in  black  and  white  your  opinion  in  the  matter  of 
dispute  between  us:  which  will  either  furnish  me 
with  fresh  and  prevailing  arguments  to  maintain  my 
own  taste,  or  make  me  with  less  repining  allow  that 
of  my  chamber-fellow.  I  know  very  well  that  I  have 
Jack  Cleveland*  and  Bond’s  Horace  on  my  side ; 
but  then  he  has  such  a  band  of  rhymers  and  romance- 
writers,  with  which  he  opposes  me,  and  is  so  conti¬ 
nually  chiming  to  the  tune  of  golden  tresses,  yellow 
locks,  milk,  marble,  ivory,  silver,  swans,  snow,  dai¬ 
sies,  doves,  and  the  lord  knows  what ;  which  he  is 
always  sounding  with  so  much  vehemence  in  my 
ears,  that  he  often  puts  me  into  a  brown  study  how 
to  answer  him ;  and  I  find  that  I  am  in  a  fair  way  to 
be  quite  confounded,  without  your  timely  assistance 
afforded  to, 

‘  SIR, 

‘  Your  humble  servant, 

Z.  ‘  PHILOBRUNE.* 


•  See  Poems  by  J.  Cleveland,  1653,  24mo.  The  Senses 
Festival,  p.  1. 
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fl  (pirflaTri  yr,  u<;  crsjjLVov  ctpoo^  st 

To ig  van  xl'/jfza  ; 

Menand. 

Dear  native  land,  how  do  the  good  and  wise 
Thy  happy  clime  and  countless  blessings  prize  ! 

I  look  upon  it  as  a  peculiar  happiness,  that  were  I 
to  choose  of  what  religion  I  would  be,  and  under 
what  government  I  would  live,  I  should  most  cer¬ 
tainly  give  the  preference  to  that  form  of  religion 
and  government  which  is  established  in  my  own 
country.  In  this  point  I  think  I  am  determined  by 
reason  and  conviction ;  but  if  I  shall  be  told  that  I 
am  acted  by  prejudice,  I  am  sure  it  is  an  honest  pre¬ 
judice  ;  it  is  a  prejudice  that  a  arises  from  the  love 
of  my  country,  and  therefore  such  an  one  as  I  will 
always  indulge.  1  have  in  several  papers  endeavour¬ 
ed  to  express  my  duty  and  esteem  for  the  church  of 
England,  and  design  this  as  an  essay  upon  the  civil 
part  of  our  constitution,  having  often  entertained 
myself  with  reflections  on  this  subject,  which  I  have 
not  met  with  in  other  writers. 

That  form  of  government  appears  to  me  the  most 
reasonable,  which  is  most  conformable  to  the  equality 
that  we  find  in  human  nature,  provided  it  be  con¬ 
sistent  with  public  peace  and  tranquillity.  This  is 
what  may  properly  be  called  liberty,  which  exempts 
one  man  from  subjection  to  another,  so  far  as  the 
order  and  economy  of  government  will  permit. 

Liberty  should  reach  every  individual  of  a  people, 
as  they  all  share  one  common  nature ;  if  it  only 
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spreads  among  particular  branches,  there  had  bet¬ 
ter  be  none  at  all,  since  such  a  liberty  only  aggra¬ 
vates  the  misfortune  of  those  who  are  deprived  of 
it,  by  setting  before  them  a  disagreeable  subject  of 
comparison. 

This  liberty  is  bestpreserved,  where  the  legislative 
power  is  lodged  in  several  persons,  especially  if  those 
persons  are  of  different  ranks  and  interests ;  forwhere 
they  are  of  tjie  same  rank,  and  consequently  have  an 
interest  to  manage  peculiar  to  that  rank,  it  differsbut 
little  from  a  despotical  government  in  a  single  person. 
But  the  greatest  security  a  people  can  have  for  their 
liberty,  is  when  the  legislative  power  is  in  the  hands 
of  persons  so  happily  distinguished,  that  by  provid¬ 
ing  for  the  particular  interests  of  their  several  ranks, 
they  are  providing  for  the  whole  body  of  the  people; 
or  in  other  words,  when  there  is  no  part  of  the 
people  that  has  not  a  common  interest  with  at  least 
one  part  of  the  legislators. 

If  there  be  but  one  body  of  legislators,  it  is  no 
better  than  a  tyranny  ;  if  there  are  only  two,  there 
will  want  a  casting  voice,  and  one  of  them  must  at 
length  be  swallowed  up  by  disputes  and  contentions 
that  will  necessarily  arise  between  them.  Four 
would  have  the  same  inconvenience  as  two,  and  a 
greater  number  would  cause  too  much  confusion. 
I  could  never  read  a  passage  in  Polybius  and  another 
in  Cicero  to  this  purpose  without  a  secret  pleasure 
in  applying  it  to  the  English  constitution,  which  it 
suits  much  better  than  the  Roman.  Both  these  great 
authors  give  the  pre-eminence  to  a  mixt  government, 
consisting  of  three  branches,  the  regal,  the  noble, 
and  the  popular.  They  had  doubtless  in  their  thoughts 
the  constitution  of  the  Roman  commonwealth,  in 
which  the  consul  represented  the  king,  the  senate 
the  nobles,  and  the  tribunes  the  people.  This  divi- 
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sion  of  the  three  powers  in  the  Roman  constitution 
was  by  no  means  so  distinct  and  natural,  as  it  is  in 
the  English  form  of  government.  Among  several 
objections  that  might  be  made  to  it,  I  think  the  chief 
are  those  that  affect  the  consular  power,  which  had 
only  the  ornaments  without  the  force  of  the  regal 
authority.  Their  number  had  not  a  casting  voice  in 
it ;  for  which  reason,  if  one  did  not  chance  to  be  em¬ 
ployed  abroad,  while  the  other  sat  at  home,  the  pub¬ 
lic  business  was  sometimes  at  a  stand,  while  the  con¬ 
suls  pulled  two  different  ways  in  it.  Besides,  I  do 
not  find  that  the  consuls  had  ever  a  negative  voice 
in  the  passing  of  a  law,  or  decree  of  the  senate  ;  so 
that  indeed  they  were  rather  the  chief  body  of  the 
nobility,  or  the  first  ministers  of  state,  than  a  distinct 
branch  of  the  sovereignty,  in  which  none  can  be 
looked  upon  as  a  part,  who  are  not  a  part  of  the  le¬ 
gislature.  Had  the  consuls  been  invested  with  the 
regal  authority  to  as  great  a  degree  as  our  monarchs, 
there  would  never  have  been  any  occasions  for  a 
dictatorship,  which  had  in  it  the  power  of  all  the 
three  orders,  and  ended  in  the  subversion  of  the 
whole  constitution. 

Such  an  history  as  that  of  Suetonius,  which  gives 
us  a  succession  of  absolute  princes,  is  to  me  an  un¬ 
answerable  argument  against  despotic  power.  Where 
the  prince  is  a  man  of  wisdom  and  virtue,  it  is  indeed 
happy  for  his  people  that  he  is  absolute  ;  but  since  in 
the  common  run  of  mankind,  for  one  that  is  wise  and 
good  you  find  ten  of  a  contrary  character,  it  is  very 
dangerous  for  a  nation  to  stand  to  its  chance,  or  to 
have  its  public  happiness  or  misery  depend  on  the 
virtue  or  vices  of  a  single  person.  Look  into  the 
history  I  have  mentioned,  or  into  any  series  of  ab¬ 
solute  princes,  how  many  tyrants  must  you  read 
through,  before  you  come  to  an  emperor  that  is  sup- 
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portable.  But  this  is  not  all ;  an  honest  private 
man  often  grows  cruel  and  abandoned,  when  con¬ 
verted  into  an  absolute  prince.  Give  a  man  power 
of  doing  what  he  pleases  with  impunity,  you  extin¬ 
guish  his  fear,  and  consequently  overturn  in  him 
one  of  the  great  pillars  of  morality.  This  too  we  find 
confirmed  by  matter  of  fact.  How  many  hopeful 
heirs  apparent  to  grand  empires,  when  in  the  pos¬ 
session  of  them,  have  become  such  monsters  of  lust 
and  cruelty  as  are  a  reproach  to  human  nature  ! 

Some  tell  us  we  ought  to  make  our  governments 
on  earth  like  that  in  heaven,  which,  say  they,  is  alto¬ 
gether  monarchical  and  unlimited.  Was  manlike  his 
Creator  in  goodness  and  justice,  I  should  be  for 
allowing  this  great  model ;  but  where  goodness  and 
justice  are  not  essential  to  the  ruler,  I  woidd  by  no 
means  put  myself  into  his  hands  to  be  disposed  of 
according  to  his  particular  will  and  pleasure. 

It  is  odd  to  consider  the  connection  between  des¬ 
potic  government  and  barbarity,  and  how  the  making 
of  one  person  more  than  man,  makes  the  rest  less. 
Above  nine  parts  of  the  world  in  ten  are  in  the  lowest 
state  of  slavery,  and  consequently  sunk  in  the  most 
gross  and  brutal  ignorance.  European  slavery  is  in¬ 
deed  a  state  of  liberty,  if  compared  with  that  which 
prevails  in  the  other  three  divisions  of  the  world  ; 
and  therefore  it  is  no  wonder  that  those  who  grovel 
under  it,  have  many  tracks  of  light  among  them,  of 
which  the  others  are  wholly  destitute. 

Riches  and  plenty  are  the  natural  fruits  of  liberty, 
and  where  these  abound,  learning  and  all  the  liberal 
arts  will  immediately  lift  up  their  heads  and  flourish. 
As  a  man  must  have  no  slavish  fears  and  apprehen¬ 
sions  hanging  upon  his  mind,  who  will  indulge  the 
flights  of  fancy  or  speculation,  and  push  his  researches 
into  all  the  abstruse  corners  of  truth,  so  it  is  necessary 
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for  him  to  have  about  him  a  competency  of  all  the 
conveniences  of  life. 

The  first  thing  every  one  looks  after,  is  to  provide 
himself  with  necessaries.  This  point  will  engross 
our  thoughts  until  it  be  satisfied.  If  this  is  taken 
care  of  to  our  hands,  we  look  out  for  pleasures  and 
amusements ;  and  among  a  great  number  of  idle 
people,  there  will  be  many  whose  pleasures  will  lie 
in  reading  and  contemplation.  These  are  the  two 
great  sources  of  knowledge,  and  as  men  grow  wise 
they  naturally  love  to  communicate  their  discoveries; 
and  others  seeing  the  happiness  of  such  a  learned 
life,  and  improving  by  their  conversation,  emulate, 
imitate,  and  surpass  one  another,  until  a  nation  is 
filled  with  races  of  wise  and  understanding  persons. 
Ease  and  plenty  are  therefore  the  great  cherishers 
of  knowledge  :  and  as  most  of  the  despotic  govern  ¬ 
ments  of  the  world  have  neither  of  them,  they  are 
naturally  overrun  with  ignorance  and  barbarity.  In 
Europe,  indeed,  notwithstanding  several  of  its  princes 
are  absolute,  there  are  men  famous  for  knowledge  and 
learning;  but  the  reason  is,  because  the  subjects  are 
many  of  them  rich  and  wealthy,  the  prince  not  think¬ 
ing  fit  to  exert  himself  in  his  full  tyranny  like  the 
princes  of  the  eastern  nations,  lest  his  subjects  should 
be  invited  to  new-mould  their  constitution,  having  so 
many  prospects  ofliberty  within  their  view.  But  in 
all  despotic  governments,  though  a  particular  prince 
may  favour  arts  and  letters,  there  is  a  natural  dege¬ 
neracy  of  mankind,  as  you  may  observe  from  Au¬ 
gustus’s  reign,  how  the  Romans  lost  themselves  by 
degrees  until  they  fell  to  an  equality  with  the  most 
barbarous  nations  that  surrounded  them.  Look  upon 
Greece  under  its  free  states,  and  you  would  think  its 
inhabitants  lived  in  different  climes,  and  under  dif¬ 
ferent  heavens,  from  those  at  present,  so  different  are 
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the  geniuses  which  are  formed  under  Turhish  sla¬ 
very,  and  Grecian  liberty. 

Besides  poverty  and  want,  there  are  other  reasons 
that  debase  the  minds  of  men  who  live  under  slavery, 
though  I  look  on  this  as  the  principal.  This  natural 
tendency  of  despotic  power  to  ignorance  and  bar¬ 
barity, though  not  insistedupon  by  others,  is,  I  think, 
an  unanswerable  argument  against  that  form  of  go¬ 
vernment,  as  itshews  how  repugnant  it  is  to  the  good 
of  mankind,  and  the  perfection  of  human  nature, 
which  ought  to  be  the  great  ends  of  all  civil  insti¬ 
tutions.  L. 


N°  288.  WEDNESDAY,  JANUARY  30, 1711-12. 


—  Pavor  cst  utrique  moleslus. 

Hob  1  Ep.  vi.  10. 

Both  fear  alike. 

‘  MR.  SPECTATOR, 

‘  When  you  spoke  of  the  jilts  and  coquets,  you  then 
promised  to  be  very  impartial,  and  not  to  spare  even 
your  own  sex,  should  any  of  their  secret  or  open 
faults  come  under  your  cognizance :  which  has  given 
me  encouragement  to  describe  a  certain  species  of 
mankind  under  the  denomination  of  male  jilts.  They 
are  gentlemen  who  do  not  design  to  marry,  yet,  that 
they  may  appear  to  have  some  sense  of  gallantry, 
think  they  must  pay  their  devours  to  one  particular 
fair ;  in  order  to  which  they  single  out  from  amongst 
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the  herd  of  females  her  to  whom  they  design  to  make 
their  fruitless  addresses.  This  done,  they  first  take 
every  opportunity  of  being  in  her  company,  and  they 
never  fail  upon  all  occasions  to  be  particular  to  her, 
laying  themselves  at  her  feet,  protesting  the  reality 
of  their  passion  with  a  thousand  oaths,  soliciting  a 
return,  and  saying  as  many  fine  things  as  their  stock 
of  wit  will  allow;  and  if  they  are  not  deficient  that 
way,  generally  speak  so  as  to  admit  of  a  double  inter¬ 
pretation  ;  which  the  credulous  fair  is  too  apt  to  turn 
to  her  own  advantage,  since  it  frequently  happens  to 
be  a  raw,  innocent  young  creature,  who  thinks  all  the 
world  as  sincere  as  herself,  and  so  her  unwary  heart 
becomes  an  easy  prey  to  those  deceitful  monsters, 
who  no  sooner  perceive  it,  butimmediately  they  grow 
cool,  and  shun  her  whom  they  before  seemed  so  much 
to  admire,  and  proceed  to  act  the  same  common¬ 
place  villany  towards  another.  A  coxcomb  flushed 
with  many  of  these  infamous  victories  shall  say  he  is 
sorry  for  the  poor  fools,  protest  and  vow  he  never 
thought  of  matrimony,  and  wonder  talking  civilly 
can  be  so  strangely  misinterpreted.  Now,  Mr.  Spec- 
rator,  you  that  are  a  professed  friend  to  love,  will,  I 
hope,  observe  upon  those  who  abuse  that  noble  pas¬ 
sion,  and  raise  it  in  innocent  minds  by  a  deceitful  af¬ 
fectation  of  it,  after  which  they  desert  the  enamoured. 
Pray  bestow  a  little  of  your  counsel  on  those  fond 
believing  females  who  already  have,  or  are  in  danger 
of  having  broken  hearts  ;  in  which  you  will  oblige 
a  great  part  of  this  town,  but  in  a  particular  man¬ 
ner., 

‘  SIR, 

‘  Your  (yet  heart-whole)  admirer, 

‘  and  devoted  humble  servant, 

‘  MELAINIA.’ 
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Melainia’s  complaint  is  occasioned  by  so  general 
a  folly,  that  it  is  wonderful  one  could  so  long  over¬ 
look  it.  But  this  false  gallantry  proceeds  from  an 
impotence  of  mind,  which  makes  those  who  are  guilty 
of  it  incapable  of  pursuing  what  they  themselves  ap¬ 
prove.  Many  a  man  wishes  a  woman  his  wife  whom 
he  dare  not  take  for  such.  Though  no  one  has 
power  over  his  inclinations  or  fortunes,  he  is  a  slave 
to  common  fame.  For  this  reason,  I  think  Melainia 
gives  them  too  soft  a  name  in  that  of  male  coquets. 
I  know  not  why  irresolution  of  mind  should  not  be 
more  contemptible  than  impotence  of  body ;  and 
these  frivolous  admirers  would  be  but  tenderly  used, 
in  being  only  included  in  the  same  term  with  the  in¬ 
sufficient  another  way.  They  whom  my  correspond¬ 
ents  call  male  coquets,  should  hereafter  be  called 
fribblers.  A  fribbler  is  one  who  professes  rapture 
and  admiration  for  the  woman  to  whom  he  addresses, 
and  dreads  nothing  so  much  as  her  consent.  His 
heart  can  flutter  by  the  force  of  imagination,  but 
cannot  fix  from  the  force  of  judgment.  It  is  not  un¬ 
common  for  the  parents  of  young  women  of  mode¬ 
rate  fortune  to  wink  at  the  addresses  of  fribblers,  and 
expose  their  children  to  the  ambiguous  behaviour 
which  Melainia  complains  of,  until  by  the  fondness 
to  one  they  are  to  lose,  they  become  incapable  of 
love  towards  others,  and,  by  consequence,  in  their 
future  marriage  lead  a  joyless  or  a  miserable  life. 
As  therefore  I  shall,  in  the  speculations  whichregard 
love,  be  as  severe  as  I  ought  on  jilts  and  libertine 
women,  so  will  I  be  as  little  merciful  to  insignificant 
and  mischievous  men.  In  order  to  this,  all  visitants 
who  frequent  families  wherein  there  are  young  fe¬ 
males,  are  forthwith  required  to  declare  themselves, 
or  absent  from  places  where  their  presence  banishes 
such  as  would  pass  their  time  more  to  the  advantage 
of  those  whom  they  visit.  It  is  a  matter  of  too  great 
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moment  to  be  dallied  -with :  and  I  shall  expect  from 
all  my  young  people  a  satisfactory  account  of  ap¬ 
pearances.  Strephon  has  from  the  publication  hereof 
seven  days  to  explain  the  riddle  he  presented  to  Eu- 
damia ;  and  Chloris  an  hour  after  this  comes  to  her 
hand,  to  declare  whether  she  will  have  Philotas, 
whom  a  woman  of  no  less  merit  than  herself,  and  of 
superior  fortune,  languishes  to  call  her  own. 


‘  TO  THE  SPECTATOR. 

‘  SIR, 

‘  Since  so  many  dealers  turn  authors,  and 
write  quaint  advertisements  in  praise  of  their  wares, 
one  who  from  an  author  turned  dealer  may  be  allowed 
for  the  advancement  of  trade  to  turn  author  again. 
I  will  now  however  set  up  like  some  of  them,  for  sell¬ 
ing  cheaper  than  the  most  able  honest  tradesman 
can ;  nor  do  I  send  this  to  be  better  known  for  choice 
and  cheapness  of  China  and  Japan  wares,  tea  fans, 
muslins,  pictures,  arrack,  and  other  Indian  goods. 
Placed  as  I  am  in  Leadenhall-street,  near  the  India 
company,  and  the  centre  of  that  trade,  thanks  to 
my  fair  customers,  my  warehouse  is  graced  as  well 
as  the  benefit  days  of  my  plays  and  operas ;  and  the 
foreign  goods  I  sell  seem  no  less  acceptable  than  the 
foreign  books  I  translated,  Rabelais,  and  Don  Quix¬ 
ote.  This  the  critics  allow  me,  and  while  they likemy 
wares  they  may  dispraise  my  writings.  But  as  it  is  not 
so  well  known  yet,  that  1  frequently  cross  the  seas  of 
late,  and  speak  in  Dutch  and  French,  besides  other 
languages,  I  have  the  conveniency  of  buying  and 
importing  rich  brocades,  Dutch  atlases,  with  gold 
and  silver,  or  without,  and  other  foreign  silks  of  the 
newest  modes  and  best  fabrics,  fine  Flanders  lace, 
linens,  and  pictures,  at  the  best  hand  ;  this  my  new 
way  of  trade  I  have  fallen  into,  I  cannot  better  publish 
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that  by  an  application  to  you.  My  wares  are  fit 
only  for  such  as  your  readers ;  and  I  would  beg  of 
you  to  print  this  address  in  your  paper,  that  those 
whose  minds  you  adorn  may  take  the  ornaments  for 
their  persons  and  houses  from  me.  This,  Sir,  if  I 
may  presume  to  beg  it,  will  be  the  greater  favour,  as 
I  have  lately  received  rich  silks  and  fine  lace  to  a 
considerable  value,  which  will  be  sold  cheap  for  a 
quick  return,  and  as  I  have  also  a  large  stock  of 
other  goods.  Indian  silks  were  formerly  a  great 
branch  of  our  trade;  and  since  we  must  not  sell 
them,  we  must  seek  amends  by  dealing  in  others. 
This  I  hope  will  plead  for  one  who  would  lessen  the 
number  of  teasers  of  the  Muses,  and  who,  suiting  his 
spirit  to  his  circumstances,  humbles  the  poet  to  exalt 
the  citizen.  Like  a  true  tradesman,  1  hardly  ever 
look  into  any  books,  but  those  of  accounts.  To  say 
the  truth,  I  cannot,  I  think,  give  you  a  better  idea  of 
my  being  a  downright  man  of  traffic,  than  by  ac¬ 
knowledging  I  oftener  read  the  advertisements,  than 
the  matter  of  even  your  paper.  I  am  under  a  great 
temptation  to  take  this  opportunity  of  admonishing 
other  writers  to  follow  my  example,  and  trouble  the 
town  no  more  ;  but  as  it  is  my  present  business  to 
increase  the  number  of  buyers  rather  than  sellers,  I 
hasten  to  tell  you  that  I  am, 

‘  SIR, 

‘  Your  most  humble, 

i  7 

‘  And  most  obedient  servant, 

‘  PETER  MOTTEUX. 
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Vit<z  summa  brevis  spem  nos  vetat  inchoate  lovgam. 

Hor.  1  Od.  iv.  15. 

Life’s  span  forbids  us  to  extend  our  cares, 

And  stretch  our  hopes  beyond  our  years. 

Creech. 

Upox  taking  my  seat  in  a  coffee-house  I  often  draw 
the  eyes  of  the  whole  room  upon  me,  when  in  the 
hottest  seasons  of  news,  and  at  a  time  perhaps  that 
the  Dutch  mail  is  just  come  in,  they  hear  me  ask  the 
coffee-man  for  his  last  week’s  bill  of  mortality.  I 
find  that  I  have  been  sometimes  taken  on  this  occa¬ 
sion  for  a  parish  sexton,  sometimes  for  an  undertaker, 
and  sometimes  for  a  doctor  of  physic.  In  this,  how¬ 
ever,  I  am  guided  by  the  spirit  of  a  philosopher,  as  I 
take  occasion  from  thence  to  reflect  upon  the  regu¬ 
lar  increase  and  diminution  of  mankind,  and  con¬ 
sider  the  several  various  ways  through  which  we  pass 
from  life  to  eternity.  I  am  very  well  pleased  with 
these  weekly  admonitions,  that  bring  into  my  mind 
such  thoughts  as  ought  to  be  the  daily  entertainment 
of  every  reasonable  creature  ;  and  can  consider  with 
pleasure  to  myself,  by  which  of  these  deliverances, 
or,  as  we  commonly  call  them,  distempers,  I  may 
possibly  make  myescapeout  of  this  world  of  sorrows, 
into  that  condition  of  existence,  wherein  I  hope  to  be 
happier  than  it  is  possible  for  me  at  present  to 
conceive. 

But  this  is  not  all  the  use  I  make  of  the  above- 
mentioned  weekly  paper.  A  bill  of  mortality  is,  in 
my  opinion,  an  unanswerable  argument  for  a  Provi¬ 
dence.  How  can  we,  without  supposing  ourselves 
under  the  constant  care  of  a  Supreme  Being,  give 
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any  possible  account  for  that  nice  proportion,  which 
we  find  in  every  great  city,  between  the  deaths  and 
births  of  its  inhabitants,  and  between  the  number  of 
males  and  that  of  females  brought  into  the  world  ? 
What  else  could  adjust  in  so  exact  a  manner  the  re¬ 
cruits  of  every  nation, to  its  losses,  and  divide  these 
new  supplies  of  people  into  such  equal  bodies  of  both 
sexes?  Chance  could  never  hold  the  balance  with 
so  steady  a  hand.  Were  we  not  counted  out  by  an 
intelligent  supervisor,  we  should  sometimes  be  over¬ 
charged  with  multitudes,  and  at  others  waste  away 
into  a  desert:  we  should  be  sometimes  a  populus  viro- 
rum,  as  Floras  elegantly  expresses  it,  a  generation  of 
males,  and  at  others  a  species  of  women.  We  may 
extend  this  consideration  to  every  species  of  living 
creatures,  and  consider  the  whole  animal  world  as  an 
huge  army  made  up  of  innumerable  corps,  if  I  may 
use  that  term,  whose  quotas  have  been  kept  entire 
near  five  thousand  years,  in  so  wonderful  a  manner, 
that  there  is  not  probably  a  single  species  lost  during 
this  long  tract  of  time.  Could  we  have  general  bills 
of  mortality  of  every  kind  of  animals,  or  particular 
ones  of  every  species  in  each  continent  and  island,  I 
could  almost  say  in  every  wood,  marsh,  or  mountain, 
what  astonishing  instances  would  they  be  of  that 
Providence  which  watches  over  all  his  works  ? 

I  have  heard  of  a  great  man  in  the  Romish  church, 
who  upon  reading  those  words  in  the  fifth  chapter  of 
Genesis,  ‘  And  all  the  days  that  Adam  lived  were 
nine  hundred  and  thirty  years,  and  he  died ;  and  all 
the  days  of  Seth  were  nine  hundred  and  twelve  years, 
and  he  died ;  and  all  the  days  of  Methuselah  were 
nine  hundred  and  sixty-nine  years,  and  he  died;’  im¬ 
mediately  shut  himself  up  in  a  convent,  and  retired 
from  the  world,  as  not  thinking  any  thing  in  this  life 
worth  pursuing,  which  had  not  regard  to  another. 
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The  truth  of  it  is,  there  is  nothing  in  history  which 
is  so  improving  to  the  reader  as  those  accounts  which 
we  meet  with  of  the  deaths  of  eminent  persons,  and 
of  their  behaviour  in  that  dreadful  season.  I  may 
also  add,  that  there  are  no  parts  in  history  which 
affect  and  please'the  reader  in  so  sensible  a  manner. 
The  reason  I  take  to  be  this,  thei’e  is  no  other  single 
circumstance  in  the  story  of  any  person,  which  can 
possibly  be  the  case  of  every  one  who  reads  it.  A 
battle  or  a  triumph  are  conjunctures  in  which  not 
one  man  in  a  million  is  likely  to  be  engaged;  but 
when  we  see  a  person  at  the  point  of  death,  we 
cannot  forbear  being  attentive  to  every  thing  he  says 
or  does,  because  we  are  sure  that  some  time  or  other 
we  shall  ourselves  be  in  the  same  melancholy  circum¬ 
stances.  The  general,  the  statesman,  or  the  philoso¬ 
pher,  are  perhaps  characters  which  we  may  never  act 
in,  but  the  dying  man  is  one  whom,  sooner  or  later, 
we  shall  certainly  resemble. 

It  is  perhaps,  for  the  same  kind  of  reason,  that  few 
books  written  in  English  have  been  so  much  perused 
as  Dr.  Sherlock’s  Discourse  upon  Death ;  though  at 
the  same  time  I  must  own,  that  he  who  has  not  pe¬ 
rused  this  excellent  piece,  has  not  perhaps  read  one 
of  the  strongest  persuasives  to  a  religious  life  that 
ever  was  written  in  any  language. 

The  consideration  with  which  I  shall  close  this  es¬ 
say  upon  death,  is  one  of  the  most  ancient  and  most 
beaten  morals  that  has  been  recommended  to  man¬ 
kind.  But  its  being  so  very  common,  and  so  univer¬ 
sally  received,  though  it  takes  away  from  it  the  grace 
of  novelty,  adds  very  much  to  the  weight  of  it,  as  it 
shews  that  it  falls  in  with  the  general  sense  of  man¬ 
kind.  In  short,  I  would  have  every  one  consider 
that  he  is  in  this  life  nothing  more  than  a  passen¬ 
ger,  and  that  he  is  not  to  set  up  Ins  rest  here,  but  to 


SPECTATOR. 


N° 289. 


171 


keep  an  attentive  eye  upon  that  state  of  being  to 
■which  he  approaches  every  moment,  and  which  will 
be  for  ever  fixed  and  permanent.  This  single  con¬ 
sideration  would  be  sufficient  to  extinguish  the  bit¬ 
terness  of  hatred,  the  thirst  of  avarice,  and  the 
cruelty  of  ambition. 

I  am  very  much  pleased  with  the  passage  of  Anti- 
phanes,  a  very  ancient  poet,  who  lived  near  an  hun¬ 
dred  years  before  Socrates,  which  represents  the  life 
of  man  under  this  view,  as  I  have  here  translated  it 
word  for  word.  4  Be  not  grieved,’  says  he,  ‘  above 
measure  for  thy  deceased  friends.  They  are  not 
dead,  but  have  only  finished  that  journey  which  it 
is  necessary  for  every  one  of  us  to  take.  We  our¬ 
selves  must  go  to  that  great  place  of  reception  in 
which  they  are  all  of  them  assembled,  and  in  this 
general  rendezous  of  mankind,  live  together  in  an¬ 
other  state  of  being.’ 

I  think  I  have,  in  a  former  paper,  taken  notice  of 
those  beautiful  metaphors  in  scripture,  where  life  is 
termed  a  pilgrimage,  and  those  who  pass  through  it 
are  all  called  strangers,  and  sojourners  upon  earth. 
I  shall  conclude  this  with  a  story  which  I  have  some¬ 
where  read  in  the  travels  of  Sir  John  Chardin.  That 
gentleman,  after  having  told  us  that  the  inns  which 
receive  the  caravans  in  Persia,  and  the  eastern  coun¬ 
tries,  are  called  by  the  name  of  caravansaries,  gives 
us  a  relation  to  the  following  purpose. 

A  dervise  travelling  through  Tartary,  being  ar¬ 
rived  at  the  town  of  Balk,  went  into  the  king’s  palace 
by  mistake,  as  thinking  it  to  be  a  public  inn  or  cara¬ 
vansary.  Having  looked  about  him  for  some  time, 
he  entered  into  a  long  gallery,  where  he  laid  down 
his  wallet,  and  spread  his  carpet,  in  order  to  repose 
himself  upon  it,  after  the  manner  of  the  eastern  na¬ 
tions.  He  had  not  been  long  in  this  posture  before 

Q  2 


SPECTATOR. 


172  SPECTATOR.  N°  289, 

he  was  discovered  by  some  of  the  guards,  who  asked 
him  what  was  his  business  in  that  place  ?  The  der- 
vise  told  them  he  intended  to  take  up  his  night’s 
lodging  in  that  caravansary.  The  guards  let  him 
know,  in  a  very  angry  manner,  that  the  house  he 
was  in  was  not  a  caravansary,  but  the  king’s  palace. 
It  happened  that  the  king  himself  passed  through  the 
gallery  during  this  debate,  and  smiling  at  the  mistake 
of  the  dervise,  asked  him  how  he  could  possibly  be 
so  dull  as  not  to  distinguish  a  palace  from  a  caravan¬ 
sary  ?  *  Sir,’  says  the  dervise,  ‘  give  me  leave  to  ask 
your  majesty  a  question  or  two.  Who  were  the 
persons  that  lodged  in  this  house  when  it  was  first 
built  ?’  The  king  replied,  ‘  His  ancestors.’  ‘  And 
who,’  says  the  dervise,  ‘  was  the  last  person  that 
lodged  here?’  The  king  replied,  ‘  His  father.’  ‘And 
who  is  it,’  says  the  dervise,  ‘  that  lodges  here  at  pre¬ 
sent  ?’  The  king  told  him,  that  it  was  he  himself. 
‘  And  who,’  says  the  dervise,  ‘  will  be  here  after 
you  ?’  The  king  answered,  ‘  The  young  prince  his 
son.’  ‘  Ah,  sir,’  said  the  dervise,  ‘  a  house  that 
changes  its  inhabitants  so  often,  and  receives  such 
a  perpetual  succession  of  guests,  is  not  a  palace, 
but  a  caravansary.’  L. 
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Projicit  ampullas  et  sesquipedalia  verba. 

Hor.  Ars  Poet.  ver.  97* 

Fogets  bis  swelling  and  gigantic  words. 

Roscommon. 

The  players,  who  know  I  am  very  much  their  friend, 
take  all  opportunities  to  express  a  gratitude  to  me 
for  being  so.  They  could  not  have  a  better  occasion 
of  obliging  me,  than  one  which  they  lately  took  hold  of. 
They  desired  my  friend  Will  Honeycomb  to  bring 
me  to  the  reading  of  a  new  tragedy ;  it  is  called 
The  Distrest  Mother.  I  must  confess,  though  some 
days  are  passed  since  I  enjoyed  that  entertainment, 
the  passions  of  the  several  characters  dwell  strongly 
upon  my  imagination;  and  I  congratulate  the  age, 
that  they  are  at  last  to  see  truth  and  human  life  re¬ 
presented  in  the  incidents  which  concern  heroes  and 
heroines.  The  style  of  the  play  is  such  as  becomes 
those  of  the  first  education,  and  the  sentiments  wor¬ 
thy  those  of  the  highest  figure.  It  was  a  most  ex¬ 
quisite  pleasure  to  me,  to  observe  real  tears  drop  from 
the  eyes  of  those  who  had  long  made  it  their  profes¬ 
sion  to  dissemble  affliction ;  and  the  player, who  read, 
frequently  threw  down  the  book,  until  he  had  given 
vent  to  the  humanity  which  rose  in  him  at  some  ir¬ 
resistible  touches  of  the  imagined  sorrow.  We  have 
seldom  had  any  female  distress  on  the  stage,  which 

*  The  motto  in  the  original  paper  in  folio  was  from 
Horace  likewise : 

Spirat  tragicum  satis,  etfeliciter  audeU 
q  3 
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did  not,  upon  cool  examination,  appear  to  flow  from 
the  weakness  rather  than  the  misfortune  of  the  per¬ 
son  represented  :  but  in  this  tragedy  you  are  not  en¬ 
tertained  with  the  ungoverned  passions  of  such  as  are 
enamoured  of  each  other,  merely  as  they  are  men 
and  women,  but  their  regards  are  founded  upon  high 
conceptions  of  each  other’s  virtue  and  merit;  and  the 
character  which  gives  name  to  the  play,  is  one  who 
has  behaved  herself  with  heroic  virtue  in  the  most 
important  circumstances  of  a  female  life,  those  of  a 
wife,  a  widow,  and  a  mother.  If  there  be  those  whose 
minds  have  been  too  attentive  upon  the  affairs  of  life, 
to  have  any  notion  of  the  passion  of  love  in  such  ex¬ 
tremes  as  are  known  only  to  particular  tempers,  yet 
in  the  above-mentioned  considerations,  the  sorrow  of 
the  heroine  will  move  even  the  generality  of  man¬ 
kind.  Domestic  virtues  concern  all  the  world,  and 
there  is  no  one  living  who  is  not  interested  that  An¬ 
dromache  should  be  an  inimitable  character.  The  ge¬ 
nerous  affection  to  the  memory  of  her  deceased  hus¬ 
band,  that  tender  care  for  her  son,  which  is  ever 
heightened  with  the  consideration  of  his  father,  and 
these  regards  preserved  in  spite  of  being  tempted 
with  the  possession  of  the  highest  greatness,  are  what 
cannot  but  be  venerable  even  to  such  an  audience  as 
at  present  frequents  the  English  theatre.  My  friend 
Will  Honeycomb  commended  several  tender  things 
that  were  said,  and  told  me  they  were  very  genteel ; 
but  whispered  me,  that  he  feared  the  piece  was  not 
busy  enough  for  the  present  taste.  To  supply  this, 
he  recommended  to  the  players  to  be  very  careful  in 
their  scenes ;  and,  above  all  things,  that  every  part 
should  be  perfectly  new  dressed.  I  was  very  glad 
to  find  that  they  did  not  neglect  my  friend’s  admo¬ 
nition,  because  there  are  a  great  many  in  this  class 
of  criticism  who  may  be  gained  by  it;  but  indeed 
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the  truth  is,  that  as  to  the  work  itself,  it  is  every 
where  Nature.  The  persons  are  of  the  highest 
quality  in  life,  even  that  of  princes ;  but  their  qua¬ 
lity  is  not  represented  by  the  poet,  with  directions 
that  guards  and  waiters  should  follow  them  in  every 
scene,  but  their  grandeur  appears  in  greatness  of 
sentiment,  flowing  from  minds  worthy  their  condi¬ 
tion.  To  make  a  character  truly  great,  this  author 
understands,  that  it  should  have  its  foundation  in  su¬ 
perior  thoughts,  and  maxims  of  conduct.  It  is  very 
certain,  that  many  an  honest  woman  would  make  no 
difficulty,  though  she  had  been  the  wife  of  Hector, 
for  the  sake  of  a  kingdom,  to  marry  the  enemy  of 
her  husband’s  family  and  country ;  and  indeed  who 
can  deny  but  she  might  be  still  an  honest  woman, 
but  no  heroine  ?  That  may  be  defensible,  nay  laud¬ 
able,  in  one  character,  which  would  be  in  the  high¬ 
est  degree  exceptionable  in  another.  When  Cato 
Uticensis  killed  himself,  Cottius,  a  Roman  of  ordi¬ 
nary  quality  and  character,  did  the  same  thing;  upon 
which  one  said,  smiling,  *  Cottius  might  have  lived, 
though  Caesar  has  seized  the  Roman  liberty.’  Cot- 
tius’s  condition  might  have  been  the  same,  let  things 
at  the  upper  end  of  the  world  pass  as  they  would. 
What  is  further  very  extraordinary  in  this  work,  is, 
that  the  persons  are  all  of  them  laudable,  and  their 
misfortunes  arise  rather  from  unguarded  virtue,  than 
propensity  to  vice.  The  town  has  an  opportunity  of 
doing  itselfjustice  in  supporting  the  representations 
of  passion,  sorrow,  indignation,  even  despair  itself, 
within  the  rules  of  decency,  honour,  and  good-breed¬ 
ing;  and  since  there  is  none  can  flatter  himself  his 
life  will  be  always  fortunate,  they  may  here  see 
sorrow,  as  they  would  wish  to  bear  it  whenever  it 
arrives. 
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‘  MR.  SPECTATOR, 

‘  I  am  appointed  to  act  a  part  in  the  new 
tragedy  called  Tire  Distrest  Mother.  It  is  the  cele¬ 
brated  grief  of  Orestes  which  I  am  to  personate ; 
but  I  shall  not  act  it  as  I  ought,  for  I  shall  feel  it  too 
intimately  to  be  able  to  utter  it.  I  was  last  night 
repeating  a  paragraph  to  myself,  which  I  took  to  be 
an  expression  of  rage,  and  in  the  middle  of  the  sen¬ 
tence  there  was  a  stroke  of  self-pity  which  quite  un¬ 
manned  me.  Be  pleased,  sir,  to  print  this  letter, 
that  when  I  am  oppressed  in  this  manner  at  such  an 
interval,  a  certain  part  of  the  audience  may  not 
think  I  am  out;  and  I  hope,  with  this  allowance,  to 
do  it  with  satisfaction. 

‘  I  am,  sir, 

‘  Your  most  humble  servant, 

‘  GEORGE  POWELL.’ 


MR.  SPECTATOR, 

‘  As  I  was  walking  the  other  day  in  the  Park, 
I  sa.v  a  gentleman  with  a  very  short  face  ;  I  desire 
to  know  whether  it  was  you.  Pray  inform  me  as 
soon  as  you  can,  lest  I  become  the  most  heroic  He- 
catissa’s  rival. 

‘  Your  humble  servant  to  command, 

‘  SOPHIA.’ 

‘  DEAR  MADAM, 

‘  It  is  not  me  you  are  in  love  with,  for  I  was 
very  ill,  and  kept  my  chamber  all  that  day. 

‘Your  most  humble  servant, 

T.  ‘  THE  SPECTATOR..’ 
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-  Vbi  plura  nitent  in  carmine,  non  ego  paucis 

Offendar  maculis,  quas  aut  incuria  fudit, 

Aul  humana  parum  cavit  natura. - 

Hor.  Ars  Poet.  ver.  351. 

But  in  a  poem  elegantly  writ, 

I  will  not  quarrel  with  a  slight  mistake, 

Such  as  our  nature’s  frailty  may  excuse. 

Roscommon. 

I  have  now  considered  Milton’s  Paradise  Lost  un- 
"  der  those  four  great  heads  of  the  fable,  the  charac¬ 
ters,  the  sentiments,  and  the  language ;  and  have 
shewn  that  he  excels  in  general,  under  each  of  these 
heads.  I  hope  that  I  have  made  several  discoveries 
which  may  appear  new,  even  to  those  who  are  versed 
in  critical  learning.  Were  I  indeed  to  choose  my 
readers,  by  whose  judgment  I  would  stand  or  fall, 
they  should  not  be  such  as  are  acquainted  only  with 
the  French  and  Italian  critics,  but  also  with  the  an¬ 
cient  and  modern  who  have  written  in  either  of  the 
learned  languages.  Above  all,  I  would  have  them 
well  versed  in  the  Greek  and  Latin  poets,  without 
which  a  man  very  often  fancies  that  he  understands 
a  critic,  when  in  reality  he  does  not  comprehend  his 
meaning. 

It  is  in  criticism  as  in  all  other  sciences  and  spe¬ 
culations  ;  one  who  brings  with  him  any  implicit  no¬ 
tions  and  observations,  which  he  has  made  in  his 
reading  of  the  poets,  will  find  his  own  reflections  me¬ 
thodized  and  explained,  and  perhaps  several  little 
hints  that  had  passed  in  his  mind,  perfected  and  im- 
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proved  in  the  works  of  a  good  critic  ;  whereas  one 
who  has  not  these  previous  lights  is  very  often  an 
utter  stranger  to  what  he  reads,  and  apt  to  put  a 
wrong  interpretation  upon  it. 

Nor  is  it  sufficient  that  a  man,  who  sets  up  for  a 
judge  in  criticism,  should  have  perused  the  authors 
above  mentioned,  unless  he  has  also  a  clear  and  lo¬ 
gical  head.  Without  this  talent  he  is  perpetually 
puzzled  and  perplexed  amidst  his  own  blunders,  mis¬ 
takes  the  sense  of  those  he  would  confute,  or,  if  he 
chances  to  think  right,  does  not  know  how  to  con¬ 
vey  his  thoughts  to  another  with  clearness  and  per¬ 
spicuity.  Aristotle,  who  was  the  best  critic,  was 
also  one  of  tire  best  logicians  that  ever  appeared  in 
the  world. 

Mr.  Locke’s  Essay  on  Human  Understanding 
would  be  thought  a  very  odd  book  for  a  man  to  make 
himself  master  of,  who  would  get  a  reputation  by 
critical  writings  ;  though  at  the  same  time  it  is  very 
certain,  that  an  author  who  has  not  learned  the  art 
of  distinguishing  between  words  and  things,  and  of 
ranging  his  thoughts  and  setting  them  in  proper 
lights,  whatever  notions  he  may  have,  will  lose  him¬ 
self  in  confusion  and  obscurity.  I  might  further  ob¬ 
serve  that  there  is  not  a  Greek-  or  Latin  critic,  who 
has  not  shewn,  even  in  the  style  of  his  criticisms, 
that  he  was  a  master  of  all  the  elegance  and  delicacy 
of  his  native  tongue. 

The  truth  of  it  is,  there  is  nothing  more  absurd, 
than  for  a  man  to  set  up  for  a  critic,  without  a  good 
insight  into  all  the  parts  of  learning;  whereas  many 
of  those,  who  have  endeavoured  to  signalize  them¬ 
selves  by  works  of  this  nature,  among  our  English 
writers,  are  not  only  defective  in  the  above-mentioned 
particulars, but  plainly  discover,  by  the  phrases  which 
they  make  use  of,  and  by  their  confused  way  of 
thinking,  that  they  are  not  acquainted  with  the  most 
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common  and  ordinary  systems  of  arts  and  sciences. 
A  few  general  rules  extracted  out  of  the  French 
authors,  with  a  certain  cant  of  words,  has  sometimes 
set  up  an  illiterate  heavy  writer  for  a  most  judicious 
and  formidable  critic. 

One  great  mark,  by  which  you  may  discover  a 
critic  who  has  neither  taste  nor  learning,  is  this,  that 
he  seldom  ventures  to  praise  any  passage  in  an 
author  which  has  not  been  before  received  and  ap¬ 
plauded  by  the  public,  qnd  that  his  criticism  turns 
wholly  upon  little  faults  and  errors.  This  part  of  a 
critic  is  so  very  easy  to  succeed  in,  that  we  find 
every  ordinary  reader,  upon  the  publishing  of  a  new 
poem,  has  wit  and  ill-nature  enough  to  turn  several 
passages  of  it  into  ridicule,  and  very  often  in  the  right 
place.  This  Mr.  Drydenhas  very  agreeably  remarked 
in  these  two  celebrated  lines  : 


Errors,  like  straws,  upon  the  surface  flow  ; 

He  who  would  search  for  pearls,  must  dive  below. 

A  true  critic  ought  to  dwell  rather  unon  excellen¬ 
cies  than  imperfections,  to  discover  the  concealed 
beauties  of  a  writer,  and  communicate  to  the  world 
such  things  as  are  worth  their  observation.  Themost 
exquisite  words,  and  finest  strokes  of  an  author,  are 
those  which  very  often  appear  the  most  doubtful  and 
exceptionable  to  a  man  who  wants  a  relish  for  polite 
learning  ;  and  they  are  these,  which  a  sour  undistin¬ 
guishing  critic  generally  attacks  with  the  greatest 
violence.  Tuily  observes,  that  it  is  very  easy  to  brand 
or  fix  a  mark  upon  what  he  calls  verbum  ardens,  or  as 
it  may  be  rendered  into  English,  ‘  a  glowing  bold 
expression,’  and  to  turn  it  into  ridicule  by  a  cold  ill- 
natured  criticism.  A  little  wit  is  equally  capable  of 
exposing  a  beauty  and  of  aggravating  a  fault :  and 
though  such  a  treatment  of  an  author  naturally  pro¬ 
duces  indignation  in  the  mind  of  an  understanding 
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reader,  it  has  however  its  effect  among  the  generality 
of  those  whose  hands  it  falls  into,  the  rabble  of  man¬ 
kind  being  very  apt  to  think  that  every  thing  which 
is  laughed  at,  with  any  mixture  of  wit,  is  ridiculous 
in  itself. 

Such  a  mirth  as  this  is  always  unseasonable  in  a 
critic,  as  it  rather  prejudices  the  reader  than  con¬ 
vinces  him,  and  is  capable  of  making  a  beauty,  as  well 
as  a  blemish,  the  subject  of  derision.  A  man  who 
cannot  write  with  wit  on  a  proper  subject,  is  dull  and 
stupid ;  but  one  who  shews  it  in  an  improper  place, 
is  as  impertinent  and  absurd.  Besides,  a  man  whohas 
the  gift  of  ridicule  is  apt  to  find  fault  with  any  thing 
that  gives  him  an  opportuuity  of  exerting  his  beloved 
talent,  and  very  often  censures  a  passage,  not  because 
there  is  any  fault  in  it,  but  because  he  can  be  merry 
upon  it.  Such  kinds  of  pleasantry  are  very  unfair  and 
disingenuous  in  works  of  criticism,  in  which  the 
greatest  masters,  both  ancient  and  modern,  have 
always  appeared  with  a  serious  and  instructive  air. 

As  I  intend  in  my  next  paper  to  shew  the  defects 
in  Milton’s  Paradise  Lost,  I  thought  fit  to  premise 
these  few  particulars,  to  the  end  that  the  reader  may 
know  I  enter  upon  it  as  on  a  very  ungrateful  work, 
and  that  I  shall  just  point  at  the  imperfections  with¬ 
out  endeavouring  to  inflame  them  with  ridicule.  I 
must  also  observe  with  Longinus,  that  the  produc¬ 
tions  of  a  great  genius,  with  many  lapses  and  inadver¬ 
tencies,  are  infinitely  preferable  to  the  works  of  an  in¬ 
ferior  kind  of  author,  which  are  scrupulously  exact, 
and  conformable  to  all  the  rules  of  correct  writing. 

I  shall  conclude  my  paper  with  a  story  out  of 
Boccalini,  which  sufficiently  shews  us  the  opinion 
that  judicious  author  entertained  of  the  sort  of  critics 
I  have  been  here  mentioning.  A  famous  critic, 
says  he,  having  gathered  together  all  the  faults  of  an 
eminent  poet,  made  a  present  of  them  to  Apollo, 
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who  received  them  very  graciously,  and  resolved  to 
make  the  author  a  suitable  return  for  the  trouble  he 
had  been  at  in  collecting  them.  In  order  to  this, 
he  set  before  him  a  sack  of  wheat,  as  it  had  been  just 
thrashed  out  of  the  sheaf.  He  then  bid  him  pick 
out  the  chaff  from  among  the  corn,  and  lay  it  aside 
by  itself.  The  critic  applied  himself  to  the  task  with 
great  industry  and  pleasure,  and,  after  having  made 
the  due  separation,  was  presented  by  Apollo. with 
the  chaff  for  his  pains.  L. 
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Jilam,  quicquid.  agit,  quoquo  vestigia  flectit, 
Componitfwtim,  subsequiturque  decor. 

Tibul,  4  Eleg.  ii.  8. 

Whate’er  she  does,  where’er  her  steps  she  bends, 
Grace  on  each  action  silently  attends. 

As  no  one  can  be  said  to  enjoy  health,  who  is  only 
not  sick,  without  he  feel  within  himself  a  lightsome 
and  invigorating  principle,  which  will  not  suffer  him 
to  remain  idle,  but  still  spurs  him  on  to  action ;  so 
in  the  practice  of  every  virtue,  there  is  some  addi¬ 
tional  grace  required,  to  give  a  claim  of  excelling  in 
this  or  that  particular  action.  A  diamond  may  want 
polishing,  though  the  value  may  be  intrinsically  the 
same  ;  and  the  same  good  may  be  done  with  different 
degrees  of  lustre.  No  man  should  be  contented 
with  himself  that  he  barely  does  well,  but  he  should 
perform  every  thing  in  the  best  and  most  becoming 
manner  that  he  is  able. 

VOL.  x.  R 
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Tully  tells  us  he  wrote  his  book  of  Offices,  be¬ 
cause  there  was  no  time  of  life  in  which  some  corre¬ 
spondent  duty  might  not  be  practised ;  npr  is  there 
a  duty  without  a  certain  decency  accompanying  it, 
by  which  every  virtue  it  is  joined  to  will  seem  to  be 
doubled.  Another  may  do  the  same  thing,  and  yet 
the  action  want  that  air  and  beauty  which  distinguish 
it  from  others  ;  like  that  inimitable  sunshine  Titian 
is  said  to  have  diffused  over  his  landscapes  ;  which 
denotes  them  his,  and  has  been  always  unequalled 
by  any  other  person. 

There  is  no  one  action  in  which  this  quality  I  am 
speaking  of  will  be  more  sensibly  perceived,  than  in 
granting  a  request,  or  doing  an  office  of  kindness. 
Mummius,  by  his  way  of  consenting  to  a  benefac¬ 
tion,  shall  make  it  lose  its  name ;  while  Carus 
doubles  the  kindness  and  the  obligation.  From  the 
first,  the  desired  request  drops  indeed  at  last,  but 
from  so  doubtful  a  brow,  that  the  obliged  has  almost 
as  much  reason  to  resent  the  manner  of  bestowing  it, 
as  to  be  thankful  for  the  favour  itself.  Carus  invites 
with  a  pleasing  air,  to  give  him  an  opportunity  of 
doing  an  act  of  humanity,  meets  the  petition  half 
way,  and  consents  to  a  request  with  a  countenance 
which  proclaims  the  satisfaction  of  his  mind  in  assist¬ 
ing  the  distressed. 

The  decency  then  that  is  to  be  observed  in  libe¬ 
rality,  seems  to  consist  in  its  being  performed  with 
such  cheerfulness,  as  may  express  the  god-like  plea¬ 
sure  to  be  met  with,  in  obliging  one’s  fellow-crea¬ 
tures  ;  that  may  shew  good-nature  and  benevolence 
overflowed,  and  do  not,  as  in  some  men,  run  upon 
the  tilt,  and  taste  of  the  sediments  of  a  grutching, 
uncommunicative  disposition. 

Since  I  have  intimated  that  the  greatest  decorum 
is  to  be  preserved  in  the  bestowing  our  good  offices, 
I  will  illustrate  it  a  little,  by  an  example  drawn  from 
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private  life,  which  carries  with  it  such  a  profusion  of 
liberality,  that  it  can  be  exceeded  by  nothing  but 
the  humanity  and  good  nature  which  accompanies 
it.  It  is  a  letter  of  Pliny,  which  I  shall  here  trans¬ 
late,  because  the  action  will  best  appear  in  its  first 
dress  of  thought,  without  any  foreign  or  ambitious 
ornaments. 


*  PLINY  TO  QUINTILIAN. 

*  Though  I  am  fully  acquainted  with  the  con¬ 
tentment  and  just  moderation  of  your  mind,  and  the 
conformity  the  education  you  have  given  your  daugh¬ 
ter  bears  to  your  own  character ;  yet  since  she  is  sud¬ 
denly  to  be  married  to  a  person  of  distinction,  whose 
figure  in  the  world  makes  it  necessary  for  her  to  be 
at  a  more  than  ordinary  expence,  in  clothes  and  equi¬ 
page  suitable  to  her  husband’s  quality  ;  by  which, 
though  her  intrinsic  worth  be  not  augmented,  yet 
will  it  receive  both  ornament  and  lustre  :  and  know¬ 
ing  your  estate  to  be  as  moderate  as  the  riches  of 
your  mind  are  abundant,  I  must  challenge  to  myself 
some  part  of  the  burthen  ;  and  as  a  parent  of  your 
child,  1  present  her  with  twelve  hundred  and  fifty 
crowns,  towards  these  expences ;  which  sum  had 
been  much  larger,  had  I  not  feared  the  smallness  of 
it  would  be  the  greatest  inducement  with  you  to 
accept  of  it.  Farewell.’ 

Thus  should  a  benefaction  be  done  with  a  good 
grace,  and  shine  in  the  strongest  point  of  light ;  it 
should  not  only  answer  all  the  hopes  and  exigencies 
of  the  receiver,  but  even  outrun  his  wishes.  It  is 
this  happy  manner  of  behaviour  which  adds  new 
charms  to  it,  and  softens  those  gifts  of  art  and  na¬ 
ture,  which  otherwise  would  be  rather  distasteful 
than  agreeable.  Without  it  valour  would  dege- 
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nerate  into  brutality,  learning  into  pedantry,  and  the 
genteelest  demeanour  into  affectation.  Even  Reli¬ 
gion  itself,  unless  Decency  be  the  handmaid  which 
waits  upon  her,  is  apt  to  make  people  appear  guilty 
of  sourness  and  ill-humour  :  but  this  shews  Virtue  in 
her  first  original  form,  adds  a  comeliness  to  Religion, 
and  gives  its  professors  the  justest  title  to  ‘  the 
beauty  of  holiness.’  A  man  fully  instructed  in  this 
art,  may  assume  a  thousand  shapes,  and  please  in 
all ;  he  may  do  a  thousand  actions  shall  become  none 
other  but  himself ;  not  that  the  things  themselves 
are  different,  but  the  manner  of  doing  them. 

If  you  examine  each  feature  by  itself,  Aglaura  and 
Calliclea  are  equally  handsome ;  but  take  them  in 
the  whole,  and  you  cannot  suffer  the  comparison : 
the  one  is  full  of  numberless  nameless  graces,  the 
other  of  as  many  nameless  faults. 

The  comeliness  of  person,  and  the  decency  ofbe- 
haviour,  add  infinite  weight  to  what  is  pronounced  by 
any  one.  It  is  the  want  of  this  that  often  makes  the 
rebukes  and  advice  of  old  rigid  persons  of  no  effect, 
and  leave  a  displeasure  in  the  minds  of  those  they 
are  directed  to  :  but  youth  and  beauty,  if  accom¬ 
panied  with  a  graceful  and  becoming  severity,  is  of 
mighty  force  to  raise,  even  in  the  most  profligate,  a 
sense  of  shame.  In  Milton,  the  devil  is  never  de¬ 
scribed  ashamed  but  once,  and  that  at  the  rebuke  of 
a  beauteous  angel : 


So  spake  the  cherub;  and  his  grave  rebuke, 

Severe  in  youthful  beauty,  added  grace 
Invincible.  Abash’d  the  devil  stood, 

And  felt  how  awful  Goodness  is,  and  saw 

Virtue  in  her  own  shape  how  lovely !  saw  and  pin’d  i 

His  loss. 

The  care  of  doing  nothing  unbecoming  has  accom¬ 
panied  the  greatest  minds  to  their  last  moments. 
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They  avoided  even  an  indecent  posture  in  the  very 
article  of  death.  Thus  Caesar  gathered  his  robe 
about  him,  that  he  might  not  fall  in  a  manner  un¬ 
becoming  of  himself;  and  the  greatest  concern  that 
appeared  in  the  behaviour  of  Lucretia  when  she 
stabbed  herself,  was,  that  her  body  should  lie  in  an 
attitude  worthy  the  mind  which  had  inhabited  it : 


- Ne  non  procumbat  honeste , 

Extrema  hcec  etiam  cura  cadentis  erat. 

Ovid.  Fast.  iii.  833. 

’Twas  her  last  thought,  how  decently  to  fall. 

‘  MR.  SPECTATOR, 

‘  I  am  a  young  woman  without  a  fortune  ; 
but  of  a  very  high  mind:  that  is,  good  sir,  I  am  to 
the  last  degree  proud  and  vain.  I  am  ever  railing 
at  the  rich,  for  doing  things,  which,  upon  search  into 
my  heart,  I  find  I  am  only  angry  at,  because  I  can¬ 
not  do  the  same  myself.  I  wear  the  hooped  petti¬ 
coat,  and  am  all  in  calicoes  when  the  finest  are  in 
silks.  It  is  a  dreadful  thing  to  be  poor  and  proud  ; 
therefore,  if  you  please,  a  lecture  on  that  subject  for 
the  satisfaction  of 

‘  Your  uneasy  humble  servant, 

‘  JEZEBEL.’ 
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Tlaertv  yitg  BvfJfomeri  tv^y,. 

Frag.  Vet.  Poet. 

The  prudent  still  have  fortune  on  their  side. 

The  famous  Grecian,  in  his  little  book  wherein  he 
lays  down  maxims  for  a  man’s  advancing  himself  at 
court,  advises  his  reader  to  associate  himself  with  the 
fortunate,  and  to  shun  the  company  of  the  unfortu¬ 
nate  ;  which,  notwithstanding  the  baseness  of  the 
precept  to  an  honest  mind,  may  have  something  use¬ 
ful  in  it,  for  those  who  push  their  interest  in  the  world. 
It  is  certain,  a  great  part  of  what  we  call  good  or  ill 
fortune,  rises  out  of  right  or  wrong  measures  and 
schemes  of  life.  When  I  hear  a  man  complain  of  his 
being  unfortunate  in  all  his  undertakings,  I  shrewdly 
suspect  him  for  a  very  weak  man  in  his  affairs.  In 
conformity  with  this  way  of  thinking,  Cardinal  Riche¬ 
lieu  used  to  say,  that  the  unfortunate  and  imprudent 
were  but  two  words  for  the  same  thing.  As  the 
cardinal  himself  had  a  great  share  both  of  prudence 
and  good  fortune,  his  famous  antagonist,  the  Count 
d’Olivares,  was  disgraced  at  the  court  of  Madrid, 
because  it  was  alleged  against  him  that  he  had 
never  any  success  in  his  undertakings.  This,  says 
an  eminent  author,  was  indirectly  accusing  him  of 
imprudence. 

Cicero  recommended  Pompey  to  the  Romans  for 
their  general  upon  three  accounts,  as  he  was  a  man 
of  courage,  conduct,  and  good  fortune.  It  was, 
perhaps,  for  the  reason  above  mentioned,  namely, 
that  a  series  of  good  fortune  supposes  a  prudent 
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management  in  the  person  whom  it  befals,  that  not 
only  Sylla  the  dictator,  but  several  of  the  Roman 
emperors,  as  is  still  to  be  seen  upon  their  medals, 
among  their  other  titles,  gave  themselves  that  of 
Felix  or  Fortunate.  The  heathens,  indeed,  seem  to 
have  valued  a  man  more  for  his  good  fortune  than 
for  any  other  quality,  which  I  think  is  very  natural 
for  those  who  have  not  a  strong  belief  of  another 
world.  For  how  can  I  conceive  a  man  crowned  with 
any  distinguishing  blessings,  that  has  not  some  extra¬ 
ordinary  fund  of  merit  and  perfection  in  him,  which 
lies  open  to  the  Supreme  eye,  though  perhaps  it  is 
not  discovered  by  my  observation?  What  is  the 
reason  Homer’s  and  Virgil’s  heroes  do  not  form  a 
resolution,  or  strike  a  blow,  without  the  conduct  and 
direction  of  some  deity  ?  Doubtless,  because  the 
poets  esteemed  it  the  greatest  honour  to  be  favoured 
by  the  gods,  and  thought  the  best  way  of  praising  a 
man  was,  to  recount  those  favours  which  naturally 
implied  an  extraordinary  merit  in  the  person  on 
whom  they  descended. 

Those  who  believe  a  future  state  of  rewards  and 
punishments  act  very  absurdly,  if  they  form  their 
opinions  of  a  man’s  merit  from  his  successes.  But 
certainly,  if  I  thought  the  whole  circle  of  our  being 
was  included  between  our  births  and  deaths,  I  should 
think  a  man’s  good  fortune  the  measure  and  stand¬ 
ard  of  his  real  merit,  since  Providence  would  have 
no  opportunity  of  rewarding  his  virtue  and  perfec¬ 
tions,  but  in  the  present  life.  A  virtuous  unbeliever, 
who  lies  under  the  pressure  of  misfortunes,  has  rea¬ 
son  to  cry  out,  as  they  say  Brutus  did,  a  little  before 
his  death:  ‘  O  virtue,  I  have  worshipped  thee  as  a 
substantial  good,  but  I  find  thou  art  an  empty  name,’ 

But  to  return  to  our  fqst  point.  Though  Pru¬ 
dence  does  undoubtedly  in  a  great  measure  produce 
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our  good  or  ill  fortune  in  the  world,  it  is  certain 
there  are  many  unforeseen  accidents  and  occur¬ 
rences,  which  very  often  pervert  the  finest  schemes 
that  can  be  laid  by  human  wisdom.  ‘  The  race  is 
not  always  to  the  swift,  nor  the  battle  to  the  strong.’ 
Nothing  less  than  infinite  wisdom  can  have  an  abso¬ 
lute  command  over  fortune ;  the  highest  degree  of 
it,  which  man  can  possess,  is  by  no  means  equal  to 
fortuitous  events,  and  to  such  contingencies  as  may 
rise  in  the  prosecution  of  our  affairs.  Nay,  it  very 
often  happens,  that  prudence,  which  has  always  in  it 
a  great  mixture  of  caution,  hinders  a  man  from  being 
so  fortunate,  as  he  might  possibly  have  been  without 
it.  A  person  who  only  aims  at  what  is  likely  to  suc¬ 
ceed,  and  follows  closely  the  dictates  of  human  pru¬ 
dence,  never  meets  with  those  great  and  unforeseen 
successes,  which  are  often  the  effect  of  a  sanguine 
temper  or  a  more  happy  rashness ;  and  this  perhaps 
may  be  the  reason,  that,  according  to  the  common 
observation,  Fortune,  like  other  females,  delights 
rather  in  favouring  the  young  than  the  old. 

Upon  the  whole,  since  man  is  so  short-sighted  a 
creature,  and  the  accidents  which  may  happen  to 
him  so  various,  I  cannot  but  be  of  Dr.  Tiliotson’s 
opinion  in  another  case,  that  were  there  any  doubt 
of  Providence,  yet  it  certainly  would  be  very  desira¬ 
ble  there  should  be  such  a  Being  of  infinite  wisdom 
and  goodness,  on  whose  direction  we  might  rely  in 
the  conduct  of  human  life. 

It  is  a  great  presumption  to  ascribe  our  successes 
to  our  own  management,  and  not  to  esteem  our¬ 
selves  upon  any  blessing,  rather  as  it  is  the  bounty 
of  heaven  than  the  acquisition  of  our  own  prudence. 

I  am  very  well  pleased  with  a  medal  which  was 
struck  by  Queen  Elizabeth,  a  little  after  the  de¬ 
feat  of  the  invincible  armada,  to  perpetuate  the 


SPECTATOR. 


N°  293. 


189 


memory  of  that  extraordinary  event.  It  is  well 
known  how  the  King  of  Spain,  and  others  who  were 
the  enemies  of  that  great  princess,  to  derogate  from 
her  glory,  ascribed  the  ruin  of  their  fleet  rather  to 
the  violence  of  storms  and  tempests,  than  to  the 
bravery  of  the  English.  Queen  Elizabeth,  instead 
of  looking  upon  this  as  a  diminution  of  her  honour, 
valued  herself' upon  such  a  signal  favour  of  Provi¬ 
dence,  and  accordingly,  in  the  reverse  of  the  medal 
above  mentioned,  has  represented  a  fleet  beaten  by 
a  tempest,  and  falling  foul  upon  one  another,  with 
that  religious  inscription,  ‘  Afflavit  Dcits,  d  dissipan - 
tur,’  ‘  He  blew  with  his  wind,  and  they  were  scat¬ 
tered.’ 

It  is  remarked  of  a  famous  Grecian  general,  whose 
name  I  cannot  at  present  recollect,*  and  who  had 
been  a  particular  favourite  of  Fortune,  that,  upon  re¬ 
counting  his  victories  among  his  friends,  he  added  at 
the  end  of  several  great  actions,  ‘  And  in  this  Fortune 
had  no  share.’  After  which  it  is  observed  in  history, 
that  he  never  prospered  in  any  thing  he  undertook. 

As  arrogance  and  a  conceitedness  of  our  own  abi¬ 
lities  are  very  shocking  and  offensive  to  men  of  sense 
and  virtue,  we  may  be  sure  they  are  highly  dis¬ 
pleasing  to  that  Being  who  delights  in  an  humble 
mind,  and  by  several  of  his  dispensations  seems  pur¬ 
posely  to  shew  us,  that  our  own  schemes,  or  pru¬ 
dence,  have  no  share  in  our  advancements. 

Since  on  this  subject  I  have  already  admitted  se¬ 
veral  quotations,  which  have  occurred  to  my  memory 
upon  writing  this  paper,  I  will  conclude  it  with  a 
little  Persian  fable.  A  drop  of  water  fell  out  of  a 
cloud  into  the  sea,  and  finding  itself  lost  in  such  an 


*  Timotheus  tiie  Athenian.  See  Shaw’s  edit,  of 
Jj*  Paeon’s  Works,  4to.  vol.  i.  p.  219, 
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immensity  of  fluid  matter,  broke  out  into  the  follow¬ 
ing  reflection:  ‘Alas!  What  an  *  inconsiderable 
creature  am  I  in  this  prodigious  ocean  of  waters  ! 
My  existence  is  of  no  concern  to  the  universe  ;  I  am 
reduced  to  a  kind  of  nothing,  and  am  less  than  the 
least  of  the  works  of  God.’  It  so  happened  that  an 
oyster,  which  lay  in  the  neighbourhood  of  this  drop, 
•chanced  to  gape  and  swallow  it  up  in  the  midst  of 
this  its  humble  soliloquy.  The  drop,  says  the  fable, 
lay  a  great  while  hardening  in  the  shell,  until  by  de¬ 
grees  it  was  ripened  into. a  pearl,  which  falling  into 
she  hands  of  a  diver,  after  a  long  series  of  adventures, 
is  at  present  that  famous  pearl  which  is  fixed  on  the 
top  of  the  Persian  diadem.  L. 
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Difficile  est  plurim&m  virtutem  revereri  qui  semper  secundd 
fortuncl  sit  usus. 

Tull,  ad  Herennium. 

The  man  who  is  always  fortunate,  cannot  easily  have 
much  reverence  for  virtue. 

Insolence  is  the  crime  of  all  others  which  every 
man  is  apt  to  rail  at ;  and  yet  there  is  one  respect 
in  which  almost  all  men  living  are  guilty  of  it,  and 
that  is  in  the  case  of  laying  a  greater  value  upon  the 
gifts  of  fortune  than  we  ought.  It  is  here  in  Eng¬ 
land  come  into  our  very  language,  as  a  propriety  of 
distinction,  to  say,  when  we  should  speak  of  persons 

*  Altered  from  insignificant,  according  to  a  direction 
in  Spect.  in  folio,  No  295. 
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to  their  advantage,  ‘  They  are  people  of  condition.’ 
There  is  no  doubt  but  the  proper  use  of  riches  im¬ 
plies,  that  a  man  should  exert  all  the  good  qualities 
imaginable ;  and  if  we  mean  by  a  man  of  condition 
or  quality,  one  who,  according  to  the  wealth  he  is 
master  of,  shews  himself  just,  beneficent,  and  chari¬ 
table,  that  term  ought  very  deservedly  to  be  had  in 
the  highest  veneration ;  but  when  wealth  is  used  only 
as  it  is  the  support  of  pomp  and  luxury,  to  be  rich 
is  very  far  from  being  a  recommendation  to  honour 
apd  respect.  It  is  indeed  the  greatest  insolence 
imaginable,  in  a  creature  who  would  feel  the  ex¬ 
tremes  of  thirst  and  hunger,  if  he  did  not  prevent 
his  appetites,  before  they  call  upon  him,  to  be  so 
forgetful  of  the  common  necessities  of  human  nature, 
as  never  to  cast  an  eye  upon  the  poor  and  needy. 
The  fellow  who  escaped  from  a  ship  which  struck 
upon  a  rock  in  the  west,  and  joined  with  the  country 
people  to  destroy  his  brother  sailors,  and  make  her 
a  wreck,  was  thought  a  most  execrable  creature  ; 
but  does  not  every  man  who  enjoys  the  possession 
of  what  he  naturally  wants,  and  is  unmindful  of  the 
unsupplied  distress  of  other  men,  betray  the  same 
temper  of  mind?  When  a  man  looks  about  him, 
and,  with  regard  to  riches  and  poverty,  beholds  some 
drawn  in  pomp  and  equipage,  and  they,  and  their 
very  -servants,  with  an  air  of  scorn  and  triumph, 
overlooking  the  multitude  that  pass  by  them  ;  and 
in  the  same  street  a  creature  of  the  same  make,  cry¬ 
ing  out,  in  the  name  of  all  that  is  good  and  sacred, 
to  behold  his  misery,  and  give  him  some  supply 
against  hunger  and  nakedness  ;  who  would  believe 
these  two  beings  were  of  the  same  species  ?  But  so 
it  is,  that  the  consideration  of  fortune  has  taken  up 
all  our  minds,  and  as  I  have  often  complained,  po¬ 
verty  and  riches  stand  in  our  imaginations  in  the 
places  of  guilt  and  innocence.  But  in  all  seasons 
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there  will  be  some  instances  of  persons  who  have 
souls  too  large  to  be  taken  with  popular  prejudices, 
and  while  the  rest  of  mankind  are  contending  for  su¬ 
periority  in  power  and  wealth,  have  their  thoughts 
bent  upon  the  necessities  of  those  below  them.  The 
charity  schools,  which  have  been  erected  of  late 
years,  are  the  greatest  instances  of  public  spirit  the 
age  has  produced.  But  indeed,  when  we  consider 
how  long  this  sort  of  beneficence  has  been  on  foot, 
it  is  rather  from  the  good  management  of  those  in¬ 
stitutions,  than  from  the  number  or  value  of  the 
benefactions  to  them,  that  they  make  so  great  a 
figure.  One  would  think  it  impossible  that  in  the 
space  of  fourteen  years  there  should  not  have  been 
five  thousand  pounds  bestowed  in  gifts  this  way,  nor 
sixteen  hundred  children,  including  males  and  fe¬ 
males,  put  out  to  methods  of  industry.  It  is  not 
allowed  me  to  speak  of  luxury  and  folly  with  the 
severe  spirit  they  deserve  ;  I  shall  only  therefore 
say,  I  shall  very  readily  compound  with  any  lady  in 
a  hooped  petticoat,  if  she  gives  the  price  of  one  half 
yard  of  the  silk  towards  clothing,  feeding,  and  in¬ 
structing  an  innocent  helpless  creature  of  her  own 
sex,  in  one  of  these  schools.  The  consciousness  of 
such  an  action  will  give  her  features  a  nobler  life 
on  this  illustrious  day,*  than  all  the  jewels  that  can 
hang  in  her  hair,  or  can  be  clustered  in  her  bosom. 
It  would  be  uncourtly  to  speak  in  harsher  words  to 
the  fair,  but  to  men  one  may  take  a  little  more  free¬ 
dom.  It  is  monstrous  how  a  man  can  live  with  so 
little  reflection,  as  to  fancy  he  is  not  in  a  condition 
very  unjust  and  disproportioned  to  the  rest  of  man¬ 
kind,  while  he  enjoys  wealth,  and  exerts  no  benevo¬ 
lence  or  bounty  to  others.  As  for  tins  particular 
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occasion  of  these  schools,  there  cannot  any  offer  more 
worthy  a  generous  mind.  Would  you  do  an  hand-- 
some  thing  without  return  ;  do  it  for  an  infant  that 
is  not  sensible  of  the  obligation.  Would  you  do  it 
for  public  good  ;  do  it  for  one  who  will  be  an  honest 
artificer.  Would  you  do  it  for  the  sake  of  heaven 
give  it  to  one  who  shall  be  instructed  in  the  worship 
of  him  for  whose  sake  you  gave  it.  It  is,  methinks,- 
a  most  laudable  institution  this,  if  it  were  of  no  other 
expectation  than  that  of  producing  a  race  of  good 
and  useful  servants,  who  will  have  moi  e  than  a  libe¬ 
ral,  a  religious  education.  What  would  not  a  man 
do  in  common  prudence,  to  lay  out  in  purchase  of 
one  about  him,  who  would  add  to  all  his  orders  he 
gave,  the  weight  of  the  commandments,  to  enforce  an 
obedience  to  them?  for  one  who  would  consider  his 
master  as  his  father,  his  friend,  and  benefactor,  upon 
easy  terms,  and  in  expectation  of  no  other  return, 
but  moderate  wages  and  gentle  usage  ?  It  is  the 
common  vice  of  children,  to  run  too  much  among  the 
servants ;  from  such  as  are  educated  in  these  places 
they  would  see  nothing  but  lowliness  in  the  servant, 
which  would  not  be  disingenuous  in  the  child.  All 
the  ill  offices  and  defamatory  whispers,  which  take 
their  birth  from  domesticks,  would  be  prevented,  if 
this  charity  could  be  made  universal :  and  a  good 
man  might  have  a  knowledge  of  the  whole  life  of  the 
persons  he  designs  to  take  into  his  house  for  his  own 
service,  or  that  of  his  family  or  children,  long  before 
they  were  admitted.  This  would  create  endearing 
dependencies  :  and  the  obligation  would  have  a  pa¬ 
ternal  air  in  the  master,  who  would  be  relieved  from 
much  care  and  anxiety  by  the  gratitude  and  dili¬ 
gence  of  an  humble  friend,  attending  him  as  his  ser¬ 
vant.  1  fall  into  this  discourse  from  a  letter  sent  to 
me,  to  give  me  notice  that  fifty  boys  would  be  clothed, 
and  take  their  seats  (at  the  charge  of  some  generous 
x.  s 
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benefactors)  in  St.  Bride’s  church,  on  Sunday  next, 
I  wish  I  could  promise  to  myself  any  thing  which 
my  correspondent  seems  to  expect  from  a  publica¬ 
tion  of  it  in  this  paper ;  for  there  can  be  nothing 
added  to  what  so  many  excellent  and  learned  men 
hare  said  on  this  occasion.  But  that  there  may  be 
something  here  which  would  more  a  generous  mind, 
like  that  of  him  who  wrote  to  me,  I  shall  transcribe 
an  handsome  paragraph  of  Dr.  Snape’s  sermon  on 
these  charities,  which  my  correspondent  inclosed 
with  his  letter. 

‘  The  wise  Providence  has  amply  compensated 
the  disadvantages  of  the  poor  and  indigent,  in 
wanting  many  of  the  conveniences  of  this  life,  by  a 
more  abundant  provision  for  their  happiness  in  the 
next.  Had  they  been  higher  born,  or  more  richly 
endowed,  they  would  have  wanted  this  manner  of 
education,  of  which  those  only  enjoy  the  benefit, 
who  are  low  enough  to  submit  to  it ;  where  they 
have  such  advantages  without  money,  and  without 
price,  as  the  rich  cannot  purchase  with  it.  The 
learning  which  is  given,  is  generally  more  edifying 
to  them,  than  that  which  is  sold  to  others.  Thus  do 
they  become  exalted  in  goodness,  by  being  depress¬ 
ed  in  fortune,  and  their  poverty  is,  in  reality,  their 
preferment.’ 

T. 
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Prodiga  non  sentit  pereuntem  fcemina  censurn: 

At  relut  exhaust  A  redivivus  pvllulet  arc  A 
Nummus,  et  i  pleno  semper  tollatur  acervo, 

Non  unquarn  reputat,  quunti  sibi  gaudiu  constent. 

Juv.  Sat.  vi.  361. 

But  womankind,  that  never  knows  a  mean, 

Down  to  the  dregs  their  sinking  fortunes  drain  : 
Hourly  they  give,  and  spend,  and  waste,  and  wear, 
And  think  no  pleasure  can  be  bought  too  dear. 

Dryden. 

*  MR.  SPECTATOR, 

1  I  am  turned  of  my  great  climacteric,  and  am  natu¬ 
rally  a  man  of  a  meek  temper.  About  a  dozen  years 
ago  I  was  married,  for  my  sins,  to  a  young  woman  of 
a  good  family,  and  of  an  high  spirit;  but  could  not 
bring  her  to  close  with  me,  before  I  had  entered  into 
a  treaty  with  her,  longer  than  that  of  the  grand  alli¬ 
ance.  Among  other  articles,  it  was  therein  stipulated, 
that  she  should  have  4001.  a  year  for  pin-money, 
which  I  obliged  myself  to  pay  quarterly  into  the 
hands  of  one,  who  acted  as  her  plenipotentiary  in  that 
affair.  I  have  ever  since  religiously  observed  my 
part  in  this  solemn  agreement.  Now,  Sir,  so  it  is, 
that  the  lady  has  had  several  children  since  I  mar¬ 
ried  her ;  to  which,  if  I  should  credit  our  malicious 
neighbours,  her  pin-money  has  not  a  little  contri¬ 
buted.  The  education  of  these  my  children,  who, 
contrary  to  my  expectation,  are  born  to  me  every 
year,  straitens  me  so  much,  that  I  have  begged  their' 
mother  to  free  me  from  the  obligation  of  the  above- 
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mentioned  pin-money,  that  it  may  go  towards  making 
a  provision  for  her  family.  This  proposal  makes  her 
noble  blood  swell  in  her  veins,  insomuch  that  finding 
me  a  little  tardy  in  my  last  quarter’s  pavment,  she 
threatens  me  every  day  to  arrest  me ;  and  proceeds 
so  far  as  to  tell  me  that  if  I  do  not  do  her  justice,  I 
shall  die  in  a  jail.  To  this  she  adds,  when  her  passion 
will  let  her  argue  calmly,  that  she  has  several  plav- 
debts  on  her  hand,  which  must  be  discharged  very 
suddenly,  and  that  she  cannot  lose  her  money  as 
becomes  a  women  of  her  fashion,  if  she  makes  me 
any  abatement  in  this  article.  I  hope,  Sir,  you  will 
take  an  occasion  from  hence  to  give  your  opinion 
upon  a  subject  which  you  have  not  yet  touched,  and 
inform  us  if  there  are  any  precedents  for  this  usage, 
among  our  ancestors ;  or  whether  you  find  any 
mention  of  pin-money  in  Grotius,  Pufiendorf,  or  any 
other  of  the  civilians. 

4  I  am  ever  the  humblest  of  your  admirers, 

‘  JOS1AH  FRIBBLE,  ESQ.’ 


As  there  is  no  man  living  who  is  a  more  professed 
advocate  for  the  fair-sex  than  myself,  so  there  is 
none  that  would  be  more  unwilling  to  invade  any  of 
their  ancient  risrhts  and  privileges  ;  but  as  the  doc¬ 
trine  of  pin-money  is  of  a  late  date,  unknown  to  our 
great  grand-mothers,  and  not  yet  received  by  many 
of  our  modem  ladies,  I  think  it  is  for  the  interest  of 
both  sexes  to  keep  it  from  spreading. 

Mr.  Fribble  may  not  perhaps,  be  much  mistaken 
where  he  intimates,  that  the  supplying  a  man’s  wife 
with  pin-money,  is  furnishing  her  with  arms  against 
himself,  and  in  a  manner  becoming  accessary  to  his 
own  dishonour.  We  may,  indeed,  generally  observe, 
that  in  proportion  as  a  woman  is  more  or  less  beau¬ 
tiful,  and  her  husband  advanced  in  years,  she  stands 
in  need  of  a  greater  or  less  number  of  pins,  and  upon 
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a  treaty  of  marriage,  rises  or  falls  in  her  demands 
accordingly.  It  must  likewise  be  owned,  that  high 
quality  in  a  mistress  does  very  much  inflame  this 
article  in  the  marriage-reckoning. 

But  where  the  age  and  circumstances  of  both  par¬ 
ties  are  pretty  much  upon  a  level,  I  cannot  but  think 
the  insisting  upon  pin-money  is  very  extraordinary  ; 
and  yet  we  find  several  matches  broken  off  upon  this 
very  head.  What  would  a  foreigner,  or  one  who  is 
a  stranger  to  this  practice,  think  of  a  lover  that  for¬ 
sakes  his  mistress,  because  he  is  not  willing  to  keep 
her  in  pins?  But  what  would  he  think  of  the  mis¬ 
tress,  should  he  be  informed  that  she  asks  five  or 
six  hundred  pounds  ayear  for  this  use?  Should  a  man 
unacquainted  with  our  customs  be  told  the  sums 
which  are  allowed  in  Great  Britain,  under  the  title 
of  pin-money,  what  a  prodigious  consumption  of  pins 
would  he  think  there  was  in  this  island  ?  ‘  A  pin  a 
day,’  says  our  frugal  proverb,  ‘  is  a  groat  a  year 
so  that,  according  to  this  calculation,  my  friend 
Fribble’s  wife  must  every  year  make  use  of  eight 
millions  six  hundred  and  forty  thousand  new  pins. 

I  am  not  ignorant  that  our  British  ladies  allege 
they  comprehend  under  this  general  term,  several 
other  conveniencies  of  life ;  I  could  therefore  wish, 
for  the  honour  of  my  countrywomen,  that  they  had 
rather  called  it  needle-money,  which  might  have  im¬ 
plied  something  of  good  housewifery,  and  not  have 
given  the  malicious  world  occasion  to  think,  that 
dress  and  trifles  have  always  the  uppermost  place 
in  a  woman’s  thoughts. 

I  know  several  of  my  fair  readers  urge  in  defence 
of  this  practice,  that  it  is  but  a  necessary  provision 
they  make  for  themselves,  in  case  their  husband  proves 
a  churl,  or  miser  ;  so  that  they  consider  this  allow¬ 
ance  as  a  kind  of  alimony,  which  they  may  lay  their 
claim  to,  without  actually  separating-from  their  hus- 
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bands.  But  with  submission  I  think  a  woman  who 
will  give  up  herself  to  a  man  in  marriage,  where 
there  is  the  least  room  for  such  an  apprehension, 
and  trust  her  person  to  one  whom  she  will  not  rely 
on  for  the  common  necessaries  of  life,  may  very 
properly  be  accused  (in  the  phrase  of  an  homely 
proverb)  of  being  1  penny  wise  and  pound  foolish.’ 

It  is  observed  of  over-cautious  generals,  that  they 
never  engage  in  abattle  without  securing  a  retreat,  in 
case  the  event  should  not  answer  their  expectations  ; 
on  the  other  hand,  the  greatest  conquerors  have  burnt 
their  ships,  or  broke  down  the  bridges  behind  them, 
as  being  determined  either  to  succeed  or  die  in  the 
engagement.  In  the  same  manner  I  should  very  much 
suspect  a  woman  who  takes  such  precautions  for  her 
retreat,  and  contrives  methods  how  she  may  live  hap¬ 
pily,  without  the  affection  of  one  to  whom  she  joins 
herself  for  life.  Separate  purses  between  man  and 
wife  are,  in  my  opinion,  as  unnatural  as  separate  beds. 
A  marriage  cannot  be  happy,  where  the  pleasures, 
inclinations,  and  interests  of  both  parties  are  not  the 
same.  There  is  no  greater  incitement  to  love  in  the 
mind  of  man,  than  the  sense  of  a  person’s  depending 
upon  him  for  her  ease  and  happiness ;  as  a  woman  uses 
all  her  endeavours  to  please  the  person  whom  she 
looks  upon  as  her  honour,  her  comfort,  and  her  sup¬ 
port. 

For  this  reason  I  am  not  very  much  surprised  at 
the  behaviour  of  a  rough  country  squire,  who,  being 
not  a  little  shocked  at  the  proceeding  of  a  young 
widow  that  would  not  recede  from  her  demands 
of  pin-money,  was  so  enraged  at  her  mercenary  tem¬ 
per,  that  he  told  her  in  great  wrath,  ‘  As  much  as  she 
thought  him  her  slave,  he  would  shew  all  the  world 
he  did  not  care  a  pin  for  her.’  Upon  which  he  flew 
out  of  the  room,  and  never  saw  her  more. 

Socrates  in  Plato’s  Alcibiades  says  he  was  informed 
by  one  who  had  travelled  through  Persia,  that  as  he 
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passed  over  a  great  tract  of  land,  and  inquired  what 
the  name  of  the  place  was,  they  told  him  it  was  the 
Queen’s  Girdle :  to  which  he  adds,  that  another  wide 
field  which  lay  by  it,  was  called  the  Queen’s  Veil ; 
and  that  in  the  same  manner  there  was  a  large  por¬ 
tion  of  ground  set  aside  for  every  part  of  her  maj  esty ’s 
dress.  These  lands  might  not  be  improperly  called 
the  Queen  of  Persia’s  pin-money. 

I  remember  my  friend  Sir  Roger,  who,  I  dare  say, 
never  read  this  passage  in  Plato,  told  me  some  time 
since,  that  upon  his  courting  the  perverse  widow 
(of  whom  I  have  given  an  account  informer  papers) 
he  had  disposed  of  an  hundred  acres  in  a  diamond 
ring,  which  he  would  have  presented  her  with,  had 
she  thought  fit  to  accept  it :  and  that  upon  her  wed¬ 
ding-day,  she  should  have  carried  on  her  head  fifty 
of  the  tallest  oaks  upon  his  estate.  He  further  in¬ 
formed  me,  that  he  would  have  given  her  a  coal-pit 
to  keep  her  in  cleanlinen,  that  he  would  have  allowed 
her  the  profits  of  a  windmill  for  her  fans,  and  have 
presented  her  once  in  three  years  with  the  shearing 
of  his  sheep  for  her  under-petticoats.  To  which  the 
knight  always  adds,  that  though  lie  did  not  care  for 
fine  clothes  himself,  there  should  not  have  been  a 
woman  in  the  country  better  dressed  than  my  lady 
Coverley.  Sir  Roger,  perhaps,  may  in  this,  as  well 
as  in  many  other  of  his  devices,  appear  something 
odd  and  singular ;  but  if  the  humour  of  pin-money 
prevails,  I  think  it  would  be  very  proper  for  every 
gentleman  of  an  estate  to  mark  out  so  many  acres 
of  it  under  the  title  of  ‘  The  Pins.’ 

L. 
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—  Nugis  addere  pondus. 

Hor.  1  Ep.  xix.  42. 

Add  weight  to  trifles. 

‘  DEAR  SPEC, 

‘  Having  lately  conversed  much  with  the  fair  sex  on 
the  subject  of  your  speculations,  (which  since  their 
appearance  in  public,  have  been  the  chief  exercise 
of  the  female  loquatious  faculty)  I  found  the  fair- 
ones  possessed  with  a  dissatisfaction  at  your  prefix¬ 
ing  Greek  mottos  to  the  frontispieces  of  your  late 
papers  ;  and  as  a  man  of  gallantry,  I  thought  it  a  duty 
incumbent  on  me  to  impart  it  to  you,  in  hopes  of  a 
reformation,  which  is  only  to  be  effected  by  a  restora¬ 
tion  of  the  Latin  to  the  usual  dignity  in  your  papers, 
which  of  late,  the  Greek,  to  the  great  displeasure 
of  your  female  readers,  has  usurped;  for  though  the 
Latin  has  the  recommendation  of  being  as  unintel¬ 
ligible  to  them  as  the  Greek,  yet  being  written  of  the 
same  character  with  their  mother  tongue,  by  the  as¬ 
sistance  of  a  spelling-book  it  is  legible ;  which  quality 
the  Greek  wants :  and  since  the  introduction  of  operas 
into  this  nation,  the  ladies  are  so  charmed  with  sounds 
abstracted  from  their  ideas,  that  they  adore  and  ho¬ 
nour  the  sound  of  Latin,  as  it  is  old  Italian.  I  am 
a  solicitor  for  the  fair-sex,  and  therefore  think  my¬ 
self  in  that  character  more  likely  to  be  prevalent  in 
this  request,  than  if  I  should  subscribe  myself  by  my 
proper  name. 


‘  J.  M.’ 
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‘  I  desire  you  may  insert  this  in  one  of  your  spe¬ 
culations,  to  shew  my  zeal  for  removing  the  dissa¬ 
tisfaction  of  the  fair-sex,  and  restoring  you  to  their 
favour.’ 


‘  SIR, 

‘  I  was  some  time  since  in  company  with  a 
young  officer,  who  entertained  us  with  the  conquest 
he  had  made  over  a  female  neighbour  of  his  :  when  a 
gentleman  who  stood  by,  as  I  suppose,  envying  the 
captain’s  good  fortune,  asked  him  what  reason  he 
had  to  believe  the  lady  admired  him?  “  Why,”  says 
he,  “  my  lodgings  are  opposite  to  her’s,  and  she  is 
continually  at  her  window  either  at  work,  reading, 
taking  snuff,  or  putting  herself  in  some  toying  pos¬ 
ture,  on  purpose  to  draw  my  eyes  that  way.”  The 
confession  of  this  vain  soldier  made  me  reflect  on 
some  of  my  own  actions ;  for  you  must  know,  Sir,  I 
am  often  at  a  window  which  fronts  the  apartments 
of  several  gentlemen,  who  I  doubt  not  have  the  same 
opinion  of  me.  I  must  own  I  love  to  look  at  them 
all,  one  for  being  well  dressed,  a  second  for  his  fine 
eye,  and  one  particular  one,  because  he  is  the  least 
man  I  ever  saw  ;  but  there  is  something  so  easy  and 
pleasant  in  the  manner  of  my  little  man,  that  I  ob¬ 
serve  he  is  a  favourite  of  all  his  acquaintance.  I 
could  go  on  to  tell  you  of  many  others,  that  I  believe 
think  I  have  encouraged  them  from  my  window :  but 
pray  let  me  have  your  opinion  of  the  use  of  the  win¬ 
dow,  in  the  apartment  of  a  beautiful  lady ;  and  how 
often  she  may  look  out  at  the  same  man,  without 
being  supposed  to  have  a  mind  to  jump  out  to  him. 

‘  Yours, 

‘  AURELIA  CARELESS.’ 


Twice. 
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‘  MR.  SPECTATOR, 

£  I  ha  v  e  for  some  time  made  love  to  a  lady, 
who  received  it  with  all  the  kind  returns  I  ought  to 
expect :  but  without  any  provocation,  that  I  know 
of,  she  has  of  late  shunned  me  with  the  utmost  ab¬ 
horrence,  insomuch  that  she  went  out  of  church  last 
Sunday  in  the  midst  of  divine  service,  upon  my 
coming  into  the  same  pew.  Pray,  Sir,  what  must 
I  do  in  this  business  ? 

‘  Your  servant, 

*  euphues.’  - 


Let  her  alone  ten  days. 

‘  MR.  SPECTATOR,  ‘  York,  Jan.  20,  1711-12. 

‘  We  have  in  this  town  a  sort  of  people  who 
pretend  to  wit,  and  write  lampoons  ;  I  have  lately 
been  the  subject  of  one  of  them.  The  scribbler  had 
not  genius  enough  in  verse  to  turn  my  age,  as  in¬ 
deed  I  am  an  old  maid,  into  raillery,  for  affecting  a 
youthier  turn  than  is  consistent  with  my  time  of  day; 
and  therefore  he  makes  the  title  of  his  madrigal,  the 
character  of  Mrs.  Judith  Lovebane,  born  in  the  year 
1680.  What  I  desire  of  you  is,  that  you  disallow  that 
a  coxcomb,  who  pretends  to  write  verse,  should  put 
the  most  malicious  thing  he  can  say  in  prose.  This 
I  humbly  conceive  will  disable  our  country  wits,  who 
indeed  take  a  great  deal  of  pains  to  say  anything  in 
rhyme,  though  they  say  it  very  ill. 

£  I  am,  sir, 

£  Your  humble  servant, 

‘  SUSANNA  LOVEBANE.’ 
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‘  MR.  SPECTATOR, 

‘We  are  several  of  us,  gentlemen  and  ladies, 
who  board  in  the  same  house,  and  after  dinner  one 
of  our  company  (an  agreeable  man  enough  other¬ 
wise)  stands  up,  and  reads  your  paper  to  us  all.  We 
are  the  civilest  people  in  the  world  to  one  another, 
and  therefore  I  am  forced  to  this  way  of  desiring  our 
reader  when  he  is  doing  this  office,  not  to  stand  afore 
the  fire.  This  will  be  a  general  good  to  our  family, 
this  cold  weather.  He  will,  I  know,  take  it  to  be 
our  common  request  when  he  comes  to  these  words, 
“  Pray,  Sir,  sit  down which  I  desire  you  to  insert, 
and  you  will  particularly  oblige 

‘  Your  daily  reader, 

‘  CHARITY  FROST.’ 


*  SIR, 

‘  I  am  a  great  lover  of  dancing,  but  cannot 
perform  so  well  as  some  others ;  however,  by  my  out- 
of-the-way  capers,  and  some  original  grimaces,  I  do 
not  fail  to  divert  the  company,  particularly  the  ladies, 
who  laugh  immoderately  all  the  time.  Some,  who 
pretend  to  be  my  friends,  tell  me  they  do  it  in  deri¬ 
sion,  and  would  advise  me  to  leave  it  off,  withal  that 
I  make  myself  ridiculous.  I  do  not  know  what  to 
do  in  this  affair,  but  1  am  resolved  not  to  give  over 
upon  any  account,  until  I  have  the  opinion  of  the 
Spectator. 

‘  Your  humble  servant, 

‘  JOHN  TROTT.’ 

‘  If  Mr.  Trott  is  not  awkward  out  of  time,  he 
has  a  right  to  dance  let  who  will  laugh ;  but  if  he  has 
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no  ear  he  will  interrupt  others:  and  I  am  of  opinion 
he  should  sit  still.  Given  under  my  hand  this  fifth 
of  February,  1711-12. 

T.  ‘  THE  SPECTATOR.’ 
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-  velut  si 

Egregio  inspcrsos  reprendas  corpore  noevos. 

Hor.  1  Sat.  vi.  66. 

As  perfect  beauties  somewhere  have  a  mole . 

Creech. 

After  what  I  have  said  in  my  last  Saturday’s  paper,  I 
shall  enter  on  the  subject  of  this  without  further  pre¬ 
face,  and  remark  the  several  defects  which  appear  in 
the  fable,  the  characters,  the  sentiments,  and  the  lan¬ 
guage  of  Milton’s  Paradise  Lost ;  not  doubting  but 
the  reader  will  pardon  me,  if  I  allege  at  the  same 
time  whatever  may  be  said  for  the  extenuation  of  such 
defects.  The  first  imperfection  which  I  shall  observe 
in  the  fable  is,  that  the  event  of  it  is  unhappy. 

The  fable  of  every  poem  is,  according  to  Aristotle’s 
division,  either  simple  or  implex.  It  is  called  simple 
when  there  is  no  change  of  fortune  in  it :  implex, 
when  the  fortune  of  the  chief  actor  changes  from 
bad  to  good,  or  from  good  to  bad.  The  implex  fable 
is  thought  the  most  perfect :  I  suppose,  because  it  is 
more  proper  to  stir  up  the  passions  of  the  reader,  and 
to  surprise  him  with  a  greater  variety  of  accidents. 
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The  implex  fable  is  therefore  of  two  kinds :  in  the 
first,  the  chief  actor  makes  his  way  through  a  long 
series  of  dangers  and  difficulties,  until  he  arrives  at 
honour  and  prosperity,  as  we  see  in  the  stories  of 
Ulysses  and  iEneas:  in  the  second,  the  chief  actor 
in  the  poem  falls  from  some  eminent  pitch  of  honour 
and  prosperity,  into  misery  and  disgrace.  Thus  we 
see  Adam  and  Eve  sinking  from  a  state  of  innocence 
and  happiness,  into  the  most  abject  condition  of  sin 
and  sorrow. 

The  most  taking  tragedies  among  the  ancients  were 
built  on  this  last  sort  of  implex  fable,  particularly 
the  tragedy  of  CEdipus,  which  proceeds  upon  a  story, 
if  we  may  believe  Aristotle,  the  most  proper  for  tra¬ 
gedy  that  could  be  invented  by  the  wit  of  man.  I 
have  taken  some  pains  in  a  former  paper  to  shew, 
that  this  kind  of  implex  fable,  wherein  the  event  is 
unhappy,  is  more  apt  to  affect  an  audience  than  that 
of  the  first  kind;  notwithstanding  many  excellent 
pieces  among  the  ancients,  as  vvell  as  most  of  those 
which  have  been  written  of  late  years  in  our  own 
country,  are  raised  upon  contrary  plans.  I  must 
however  own,  that  I  think  this  kind  of  fable  which 
is  the  most  perfect  in  tragedy,  is  not  so  proper  for 
an  heroic  poem. 

Milton  seems  to  have  been  sensible  of  this  im¬ 
perfection  in  his  fable,  and  has  therefore  endea¬ 
voured  to  cure  it  by  several  expedients ;  particu¬ 
larly  by  the  mortification  which  the  great  adversary 
of  mankind  meets  with  upon  his  return  to  the  as¬ 
sembly  of  infernal  spirits,  as  it  is  described  in  a 
beautiful  passage  of  the  third  book ;  and  likewise 
by  the  vision  wherein  Adam,  at  the  close  of  the 
poem,  sees  his  offspring  triumphing  over  his  great 
enemy,  and  himself  restored  to  a  happier  paradise 
than  that  from  which  he  fell. 

There  is  another  objection  against  Milton’s  fable, 
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which  is  indeed  almost  the  same  with  the  former, 
though  placed  in  a  different  light,  namely — That  the 
hero  in  the  Paradise  Lost  is  unsuccessful,  and  by 
no  means  a  match  for  his  enemies.  This  gave  occa¬ 
sion  to  Mr.  Dryden’s  reflection,  that  the  devil  was  in 
reality  Milton’s  hero.  I  think  1  have  obviated  this 
objection  in  my  first  paper.  The  Paradise  Lost  is  an 
epic,  or  a  narrative  poem,  and  he  that  looks  for  an 
hero  in  it,  searches  for  that  which  Milton  never  in¬ 
tended  ;  but  if  he  will  needs  fix  the  name  of  an  hero 
upon  any  person  in  it,  it  is  certainly  the  Messiah  who 
is  the  hero,  both  in  the  principal  action,  and  in  the 
chief  episodes.  Paganism  could  not  furnish  out  a 
real  action  for  a  fable  greater  than  that  of  the  Iliad 
or  yEneid,  and  therefore  an  heathen  could  not  form 
an  higher  notion  of  a  poem  than  one  of  that  kind 
which  they  call  an  heroic.  Whether  Milton’s  is  not 
of  a  sublimer  nature  I  will  not  presume  to  deter¬ 
mine  ;  it  is  sufficient  that  I  shew  there  is  in  Para¬ 
dise  Lost  all  the  greatness  of  plan,  regularity  of  de¬ 
sign,  and  masterly  beauties  which  we  discover  in 
Homer  and  Virgil. 

I  must  in  the  next  place  observe,  that  Milton  has 
interwoven  in  the  texture  of  this  fable  some  particu¬ 
lars  which  do  not  seem  to  have  probability  enough 
for  an  epic  poem,  particularly  in  the  actions  which 
he  ascribes  to  Sin  and  Death,  and  the  picture  which 
he  draw's  of  the  ‘  Limbo  of  Vanity,’  with  other  pas¬ 
sages  in  the  second  book.  Such  allegories  rather 
savour  of  the  spirit  of  Spenser  and  Ariosto,  than  of 
Homer  and  Virgil. 

In  the  structure  of  his  poem  he  has  likewise  ad¬ 
mitted  too  many  digressions.  It  is  finely  observed 
by  Aristotle,  that  the  author  of  an  heroic  poem 
should  seldom  speak  himself,  but  throw  as  much  of 
his  work  as  he  can  into  the  mouths  of  those  who  are 
his  principal  actors.  Aristotle  has  given  no  reason 
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for  this  precept :  but  I  presume  it  is  because  the 
mind  of  the  reader  is  more  awed,  and  elevated,  when 
he  hears  iEneas  or  Achilles  speak,  than  when  Virgil 
or  Homer  talk  in  their  own  persons.  Besides  that 
assuming  the  character  of  an  eminent  man  is  apt  to 
fire  the  imagination,  and  raise  the  ideas  of  the  author. 
Tully  tells  us,  mentioning  his  dialogue  of  old  age,  in 
which  Cato  is  the  chief  speaker,  that  upon  a  review 
of  it  he  was  agreeably  imposed  upon,  and  fancied 
that  it  was  Cato,  and  not  he  himself,  who  uttered 
his  thoughts  on  that  subject. 

If  the  reader  would  be  at  the  pains  to  see  how  the 
story  of  the  Iliad  and  the  ./Erie  id  is  delivered  by  those 
persons  who  act  in  it,  he  will  be  surprised  to  find 
how  little  either  of  these  poems  proceeds  from  the 
authors.  Mil  ton  has,  in  the  general  disposition  of  his 
fable,  very  finely  observed  this  great  rule ;  insomuch 
that  there  is  scarce  a  tenth  part  of  it  which  comes 
from  the  poet ;  the  rest  is  spoken  either  by  Adam  or 
Eve,  or  by  some  good  or  evil  spirit  who  is  engaged, 
either  in  their  destruction,  or  defence. 

From  what  has  been  here  observed  it  appears,  that 
digressions  are  by  no  means  to  be  allowed  of  in  an 
epic  poem.  If  the  poet,  even  in  the  ordinary  course 
of  his  narration,  should  speak  as  little  as  possible,  he 
should  certainly  never  let  his  narration  sleep  for  the 
sake  of  any  reflections  of  his  own.  I  have  often  ob¬ 
served,  with  a  secret  admiration,  that1  the  longest  re¬ 
flection  in  the  iEneid  is  in  that  passage  of  the  tenth 
book,  where  Turnus  is  represented  as  dressing  him¬ 
self  in  the  spoils  of  Pallas,  whom  he  had  slain.  Vir¬ 
gil  here  lets  his  fable  stand  still,  for  the  sake  of  the 
following  remark.  ‘  How  is  the  mind  of  man  igno¬ 
rant  of  futurity,  and  unable  to  bear  prosperous  for¬ 
tune  with  moderation!  The  time  will  come  when 
Turnus  shall  wish  that  he  had  left  the  body  of  Pallas 
T  2 
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untouched,  and  curse  the  day  on  which  he  dressed 
himself  in  these  spoils.’  As  the  great  event  of  the 
iEneid,  and  the  death  of  Turnus,  whom  iEneas  slew 
because  he  saw  him  adorned  with  the  spoils  of  Pallas, 
turns  upon  this  incident,  Virgil  went  out  of  his  way 
to  make  this  reflection  upon  it,  without  which  so 
small  a  circumstance  might  possibly  have  slipt  out  of 
his  reader’s  memory.  Lucan,  who  was  an  injudicious 
poet,  lets  drop  his  story  very  frequently  for  the  sake 
of  his  unnecessary  digressions,  or  his  diverticula ,  as 
Scaliger  calls  them.  If  he  gives  us  an  account  of 
the  prodigies  which  preceded  the  civil  war,  he  de¬ 
claims  upon  the  occasion,  and  shews  how  much  hap¬ 
pier  it  would  be  for  man,  if  he  did  not  feel  his  evil 
fortune  before  it  comes  to  pass ;  and  suffer  not  only 
by  its  real  weight,  but  by  the  apprehension  of  it. 
Milton’s  complaint  for  his  blindness,  his  panegyric 
on  marriage,  his  reflections  on  Adam  and  Eve’s  go¬ 
ing  naked,  of  the  angels’  eating,  and  several  other 
passages  in  his  poem,  are  liable  to  the  same  excep¬ 
tion,  though  I  must  confess  there  is  so  great  a 
beauty  in  these  very  digressions,  that  I  would  not 
wish  them  out  of  his  poem. 

I  have  in  a  former  paper  spoken  of  the  characters 
of  Milton’s  Paradise  Lost,  and  declared  my  opinion 
as  to  the  allegorical  persons  who  are  introduced 
in  it. 

If  we  look  into  the  sentiments,  I  think  they  are 
sometimes  defective  under  the  following  heads ;  first, 
as  there  are  several  of  them  too  much  pointed,  and 
some  that  degenerate  even  into  puns.  Of  this  last 
kind  I  am  afraid  is  that  in  the  first  book,  where, 
speaking  of  the  pygmies,  he  calls  them 
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Another  blemish  that  appears  in  some  of  his 
thoughts,  is  his  frequent  allusion  to  heathen  fables, 
which  are  not  certainly  of  a  piece  with  the  divine 
subject  of  which  he  treats.  I  do  not  find  fault  with 
these  allusions  where  the  poet  himself  represents 
them  as  fabulous,  as  he  does  in  some  places,  but 
where  he  mentions  them  as  truths  and  matters  of 
fact.  The  limits  of  my  paper  will  not  give  me  leave 
to  be  particular  in  instances  of  this  kind;  the  reader 
will  easily  remark  them  in  his  perusal  of  the  poem. 

A  third  fault  in  his  sentiments  is  an  unnecessary 
ostentation  of  learning,  which  likewise  occurs  very 
frequently.  It  is  certain  that  both  Homer  and  Vir¬ 
gil  were  masters  of  all  the  learning  of  their  times, 
but  it  shews  itself  in  their  works  after  an  indirect 
and  concealed  manner.  Milton  seems  ambitious  of 
letting  us  know,  by  his  excursions  on  free-will  and 
predestination,  and  his  many  glances  upon  history, 
astronomy,  geography,  and  the  like,  as  well  as  by 
the  terms  and  phrases  he  sometimes  makes  use  of, 
that  he  was  acquainted  with  the  whole  circle  of  arts 
and  sciences. 

If  in  the  last  place  we  consider  the  language  of 
this  great  poet,  we  must  allow  what  I  have  hinted  in 
a  former  paper,  that  it  is  often  too  much  laboured, 
and  sometimes  obscured  by  old  words,  transpositions, 
and  foreign  idioms.  Seneca’s  objection  to  the  style 
of  a  great  author,  ‘  Riget  ejus  oratio,  nihil  in  ed  placi- 
dum,  nihil  lene is  what  many  critics  make  to  Milton. 
As  I  cannot  wholly  refute  it,  so  I  have  already  apolo¬ 
gized  for  it  in  another  paper :  to  which  I  may  further 
add,  that  Milton’s  sentiments  and  ideas  were  so  won¬ 
derfully  sublime,  that  it  would  have  been  impossible 
for  him  to  have  represented  them  in  their  full  strength 
and  beauty,  without  having  recourse  to  these  foreign 
assistances.  Our  language  sunk  under  him,  and  was 
t  3 
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unequal  to  that  greatness  of  soul  which  furnished 
him  with  such  glorious  conceptions. 

A  second  fault  in  his  language  is,  that  he  often  af¬ 
fects  a  kind  of  jingle  in  his  words,  as  in  the  following 
passages  and  many  others  : 

And  brought  into  the  world  a  world  of  woe. 

- Begirt  th’  Almighty  throne4iX 

Beseeching  or  besieging - 

This  tempted  our  attempt - 

At  one  slight  bound  high  overleapt  all  bound. 

I  know  there  are  figures  for  this  kind  of  speech  ; 
toat  some  of  the  greatest  ancients  have  been  guilty  of 
it,  and  that  Aristotle  himself  has’given  it  a  place  in 
his  rhetoric  among  the  beauties  of  that  art.  But  as  it 
is  in  itself  poor  and  trifling/it  is,  I  think,  at  present 
universally  exploded  by  all  the  masters  of  polite 
writing. 

The  last  fault  which  I  shall  take  notice  of  in  Mil¬ 
ton’s  style,  is  the  frequent  use  of  what  the  learned 
call  technical  words,  or  terms  of  art.  It  is  one  of  the 
greatest  beauties  of  poetry,  to  make  hard  things  in¬ 
telligible,  and  to  deliver  what  is  abstruse  of  itself  in 
such  easy  language  as  maybe  understood  by  ordinary 
readers;  besides  that  the  knowledge  of  a  poet  should 
rather  seem  bom  with  him,  or  inspired,  than  drawn 
from  books  and  systems.  I  have  often  wondered  how 
Mr.  Dryden  could  translate  a  passage  out  of  Virgil 
after  the  following  manner  : 

Tack  to  the  larboard  and  standoff  to  sea, 

Veer  starboard  sea  and  land. - - 

Milton  makes  use  of  larboard  in  the  same  manner. 
When  he  is  upon  building,  he  mentions  doric  pillars, 
pilasters,  cornice,  freeze,  architrave.  When  he  talks 
of  heavenly  bodies,  you  meet  with  ecliptic  and  eccen¬ 
tric,  the  trepidation,  stars  dropping  from  the  zenith, 
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rays  culminating  from  the  equator  :  to  which  might 
be  added  many  instances  of  the  like  kind  in  several 
other  arts  and  sciences. 

I  shall  in  my  next  papers  give  an  account  of  the 
many  particular  beauties  in  Milton,  which  would 
have  been  too  long  to  insert  under  those  general 
heads  I  have  already  treated  of,  and  with  which  I  in¬ 
tend  to  conclude  this  piece  of  criticism.  L. 
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Nusquam  tutafides - - 

Virg.  TEn.  iv.  373. 

Honour  is  no  where  safe. 

*  MR.  SPECTATOR,  ‘  Lond.  Feb.  9, 1711-12. 

*  I  am  a  virgin,  and  in  no  case  despicable,  but  yet 
such  as  I  am  I  must  remain,  or  else  become,  it  is  to 
be  feared,  less  happy ;  for  I  find  not  the  least  good 
effect  from  the  just  correction  you  some  time  since 
gave  that  too  free,  that  looser  part  of  our  sex  which 
spoils  the  men  ;  the  same  connivance  at  the  vices, 
the  same  easy  admittance  of  addresses,  the  same  vi¬ 
tiated  relish  of  the  conversation  of  the  greatest  rakes 
(or  in  a  more  fashionable  way  of  expressing  one’s 
self,  of  such  as  have  seen  the  world  most)  still 
abounds,  increases,  multiplies. 

‘  The  humble  petition,  therefore,  of  many  of  the 
most  strictly  virtuous  and  of  myself  is,  that  you  will 
once  more  exert  your  authority,  and  that  according 
to  your  late  promise,  your  full,  your  impartial  autho¬ 
rity,  on  this  sillier  branch  of  our  kind ;  for  why 
should  they  be  the  uncontrollable  mistresses  of  our 


SPECTATOR. 


212 


N° 298. 


fate  ?  Why  should  they  with  impunity  indulge  the 
males  in  licentiousness  whilst  single,  and  we  have 
the  dismal  hazard  and  plague  of  reforming  them 
when  married  ?  Strike  home,  sir,  then,  and  spare 
not,  or  all  our  maiden  hopes,  our  gilded  hopes  of 
nuptial  felicity  are  frustrated,  are  vanished,  and  you 
yourself,  as  well  as  Mr.  Courtly,  will,  by  smoothing 
over  immodest  practices  with  the  gloss  of  soft  and 
harmless  names,  for  ever  forfeit  our  esteem.  Nor 
think  that  I  am  herein  more  severe  than  need  be ; 
if  I  have  not  reason  more  than  enough,  do  you  and 
the  world  judge  from  this  ensuing  account,  which, 
I  think,  will  prove  the  evil  to  be  universal. 

‘  You  must  know  then,  that  since  your  reprehen¬ 
sion  of  this  female  degeneracy  came  out,  I  have  had 
a  tender  of  respects  from  no  less  than  five  persons, 
of  tolerable  figure  too  as  times  go :  but  the  misfor¬ 
tune  is,  that  four  of  the  five  are  professed  followers 
of  the  mode.  They  would  face  me  down,  that  all 
women  of  good  sense  ever  were,  and  ever  will  be, 
latitudinarians  in  wedlock ;  and  always  did,  and 
will  give  and  take,  what  they  profanely  term  conju¬ 
gal  liberty  of  conscience. 

‘  The  two  first  of  them,  a  captain  and  a  merchant, 
to  strengthen  their  arguments,  pretend  to  repeat 
after  a  couple  of  ladies  of  quality  and  wit,  that  Ve¬ 
nus  was  always  kind  to  Mars  ;  and  what  soul  that 
has  the  least  spark  of  generosity  can  deny  a  man  of 
bravery  any  thing  ?  And  how  pitiful  a  trader  that, 
whom  no  woman  but  his  own  wife  will  have  corre¬ 
spondence  and  dealings  with  ?  Thus  these ;  whilst 
the  third,  the  country  squire,  confessed,  that  indeed 
he  was  surprised  into  good  breeding,  and  entered 
into  the  knowledge  of  the  world  unawares  ;  that 
dining  the  other  day  at  a  gentleman’s  house,  the 
person  who  entertained  was  obliged  to  leave  him 
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with  his  wife  and  nieces  ;  where  they  spoke  with  so 
much  contempt  of  an  absent  gentleman  for  being  so 
slow  at  a  hint,  that  he  resolved  never  to  be  drowsy, 
unmannerly,  or  stupid,  for  the  future  at  a  friend’s 
house  ;  and  on  a  hunting  morning  not  to  pursue  the 
game  either  with  the  husband  abroad,  or  with  the 
wife  at  home. 

£  The  next  that  came  was  a  tradesman,  no  less 
full  of  the  age  than  the  former ;  for  he  had  the  gal¬ 
lantry  to  tell  me,  that  at  a  late  junket  which  he  was 
invited  to,  the  motion  being  made,  and  the  question 
being  put,  it  was  by  maid,  wife,  and  widow,  resolved 
nemine  contradicente,  that  a  young  sprightly  journey¬ 
man  is  absolutely  necessary  in  their  way  of  business : 
to  which  they  had  the  assent  and  concurrence  of  the 
husbands  present.  I  dropt.  him  a  curtsey,  and  gave 
him  to  understand  that  was  his  audience  of  leave. 

‘  I  am  reckoned  pretty,  and  have  had  very  many 
advances  besides  these ;  but  have  been  very  averse 
to  hear  any  of  them,  from  my  observation  on  those 
above  mentioned,  until  I  hoped  some  good  from  the 
character  of  my  present  admirer,  a  clergyman.  But 
I  find  even  among  them  there  are  indirect  practices 
in  relation  to  love,  and  our  treaty  is  at  present  a  lit¬ 
tle  in  suspense,  until  some  circumstances  are  cleared. 
There  is  a  charge  against  him  among  the  women, 
and  the  case  is  this  :  It  is  alleged,  that  a  certain  en¬ 
dowed  female  would  have  appropriated  herself  to, 
and  consolidated  herself  with  a  church  which  my  di¬ 
vine  now  enjoys  (or,  which  is  the  same  thing,  did 
prostitute  herself  to  her  friend’s  doing  this  for  her)  : 
that  my  ecclesiastic,  to  obtain  the  one,  did  engage 
himself  to  take  off  the  other  that  lay  on  hand  ;  but 
that  on  his  success  in  the  spiritual,  he  again  re¬ 
nounced  the  carnal. 

‘  I  put  this  closely  to  him,  and  taxed  him  with  dis- 
ingenuity.  He  to  clear  himself  made  the  subsequent 
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defence,  and  that  in  the  most  solemn  manner  possi¬ 
ble  : — that  he  was  applied  to,  and  instigated  to  ac¬ 
cept  of  a  benefice  : — that  a  conditional  offer  thereof 
was  indeed  made  him  at  first,  but  with  disdain  by 
him  rejected: — that  when  nothing  (as  they  easily 
perceived)  of  this  nature  could  bring  him  to  their  pur¬ 
pose,  assurance  of  his  being  entirely  unengaged  be¬ 
fore-hand,  and  safe  from  all  their  after-expectations, 
(the  only  stratagem  left  to  draw  him  in)  was  given 
him  : — that  pursuant  to  this  the  donation  itself  was 
without  delay,  before  several  reputable  witnesses, 
tendered  to  him  gratis,  with  the  open  profession  of 
not  the  least  reserve,  or  most  minute  condition  ;  but 
that  yet  immediately  after  induction,  his  insidious 
introducer  (or  her  crafty  procurer,  which  you  will) 
industriously  spread  the  report  which  had  reached 
my  ears,  not  only  in  the  neighbourhood  of  that  said 
church,  but  in  London,  in  the  university,  in  mine  and 
his  own  country,  and  wherever  else  it  might  proba¬ 
bly  obviate  his  application  to  any  other  woman,  and 
so  confine  him  to  this  alone  :  in  a  word,  that  as  he 
never  did  make  any  previous  offer  of  his  service,  or 
the  least  step  to  her  affection  ;  so  on  his  discovery 
of  these  designs  thus  laid  to  trick  him,  he  could  not 
but  afterwards,  in  justice  to  himself,  vindicate  both 
his  innocence  and  freedom,  by  keeping  his  proper 
distance. 

‘  This  is  his  apology,  and  I  think  I  shall  be  satis¬ 
fied  with  it.  But  I  cannot  conclude  my  tedious 
epistle  without  recommending  to  you  not  only  to  re¬ 
sume  your  former  chastisement,  but  to  add  to  your 
criminals  the  simoniacal  ladies,  who  seduce  the  sa¬ 
cred  order  into  the  difficulty  of  either  breaking  a 
mercenary  troth  made  to  them,  whom  they  ought 
not  to  deceive,  or  by  breaking  or  keeping  it  offend¬ 
ing  against  Him  whom  they  cannot  deceive.  Your 
assistance  and  labours  of  this  sort  would  be  of  great 
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benefit,  and  your  speedy  thoughts  on  this  subject 
would  be  very  seasonable  to, 

'  SIR, 

‘  Your  most  humble  servant, 

T.  ‘  CHASTITY  LOVEWORTH.’ 


N°  299.  TUESDAY,  FEBRUARY  12,  1711-12. 


Malo  Venusinam,  quum  te,  Cornelia,  mater 
Gracchorum,  si  cum  magnis  virtutibus  uffers 
Grande  supercilium,  et  numeras  in  dote  triumphos. 

Tolle  tuuin  precor  Annibalem,  victumque  Syphacem 
In  castris  :  et  cum  tot'd  Curtliagine  migra. 

Juv.  Sat.  vi.  16C. 

Some  country  girl,  scarce  to  a  curtsey  bred, 

Would  1  mucb  rather  than  Cornelia  wed  ; 

If  supercilious,  haughty,  proud,  and  vain. 

She  brought  her  father's  triumphs  in  her  train. 

Away  with  all  your. Carthaginian  state; 

Let  vanquish’d  Hannibal  without  doors  wait, 

Too  burly  and  too  big  to  pass  my  narrow  gate,  j 

Dryden. 

It  is  observed,  that  a  man  improves  more  by  read¬ 
ing  the  story  of  a  person  eminent  for  prudence  and 
virtue,  than  by  the  finest  rules  and  precepts  of  mo¬ 
rality.  In  the  same  manner  a  representation  of 
those  calamities  and  misfortunes  which  a  weak  man 
suffers  from  wrong  measures,  and  ill  concerted 
schemes  of  life,  is  apt  to  make  a  deeper  impression 
upon  our  minds,  than  the  wisest  maxims  and  instruc¬ 
tions  that  can  be  given  us,  for  avoiding  the  like  fol- 
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lies  and  indiscretions  in  our  own  private  conduct. 
It  is  for  this  reason  that  I  lay  before  my  reader  the 
following  letter,  and  leave  it  with  him  to  make  his 
own  use  of  it,  without  adding  any  reflections  of  my 
own  upon  the  subject  matter. 


*  MR.  SPECTATOR, 

‘  Having  carefully  perused  a  letter  sent  you 
by  Josiah  Fribble,  Esq.  with  your  subsequent  dis¬ 
course  upon,  pin-money,  I  do  presume  to  trouble  you 
with  an  account  of  my  own  case,  which  I  look  upon 
to  be  no  less  deplorable  than  that  of  squire  Fribble. 
I  am  a  person  of  no  extraction,  having  begun  the 
Avorld  with  a  small  parcel  of  rusty  iron,  and  was  for 
some  years  commonly  known  by  the  name  of  Jack 
Anvil.*  I  have  naturally  a  very  happy  genius  for 
getting  money,  insomuch  that  by  the  age  of  five  and 
twenty  I  had  scraped  together  four  thousand  two 
hundred  pounds  five  shillings  and  a  few  odd  pence. 
I  then  launched  out  into  considerable  business,  and 
became  a  bold  trader  both  by  sea  and  land,  which 
in  a  few  years  raised  me  a  very  great  fortune.  For 
these  my  good  services  I  was  knighted  in  the  thirty- 
fifth  year  of  my  age,  and  lived  with  great  dignity 
among  my  city  neighbours  by  the  name  of  Sir 
John  Anvil.  Being  in  my  temper  very  ambitious, 
I  was  now  bent  upon  making  a  family,  and  ac¬ 
cordingly  resolved  that  my  descendants  should 

*  It  has  been  said  by  some,  that  the  author  of  this  letter 

alluded  here  to - Gore,  of  Tring,  and  Lady  Mary 

Compton  ;  but  others  with  more  probability  have  assured 
ihe  annotator,  that  the  letter  referred  to  Sir  Ambrose 
Crowlfiy  and  his  lady.  See  Tat.  ed.  1786,  cr.  8vo.  vol.  v. 
additional  notes,  p.  405  and  400.  N.  B.  This  ironmonger 
changed  his  name  from  Crowley  to  Crawley,  a  folly  which 
seems  to  be  ridiculed  here,  by  the  change  of  Anvil  into 
Envil,  absurdly  made  by  his  lady. 
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have  a  dash  of  good  blood  in  their  veins.  In  order 
to  this,  I  made  love  to  the  Lady  Mary  Oddly,  an  in¬ 
digent  young  woman  of  quality.  To  cut  short  the 
marriage-treaty,  I  threw  her  a  charte  blanche,  as  our 
news-papers  call  it,  desiring  her  to  write  upon  it  her 
own  terms.  She  was  very  concise  in  her  demands, 
insisting  only  that  the  disposal  of  my  fortune,  and 
the  regulation  of  my  family,  should  be  entirely  in 
her  hands.  Her  father  and  brothers  appeared  ex¬ 
ceedingly  averse  to  this  match,  and  would  not  see 
me  for  some  time  :  but  at  present  are  so  well  recon¬ 
ciled,  that  they  dine  with  me  almost  every  day,  and 
have  borrowed  considerable  sums  of  me ;  which  my 
Lady  Mary  very  often  twits  me  with,  when  she  would 
shew  me  how  kind  her  relations  are  to  me.  She 
had  no  portion,  as  I  told  you  before ;  but  what  she 
wanted  in  fortune  she  makes  up  in  spirit.  She  at 
first  changed  my  name  to  Sir  John  Envil,  and  at 
present  writes  herself  Mary  Enville.  I  have  had 
some  children  by  her,  whom  she  has  christened  with 
the  surnames  of  her  family,  in  order,  as,  she  tells 
me,  to  wear  out  the  homeliness  of  their  parentage 
by  the  father’s  side.  Our  eldest  son  is  the  honour¬ 
able  Oddly  Enville,  Esq.  and  our  eldest  daughter 
Harriot  Enville.  Upon  her  first  coming  into  my  fa¬ 
mily,  she  turned  off  a  parcel  of  very  careful  servants, 
who  had  been  long  with  me,  and  introduced  in  their 
stead  a  couple  of  black-a-moors,  and  three  or  four 
very  genteel  fellows  in  laced  liveries,  besides  her 
French  woman,  who  is  perpetually  making  a  noise 
in  the  house,  in  a  language  which  nobody  under^ 
stands,  except  my  Lady  Mary.  She  next  set  herself 
to  reform  every  room  of  my  house,  having  glazed  all 
my  chimney-pieces  with  looking-glasses,  and  planted 
every  corner  with  such  heaps  of  china,  that  I  am 
obliged  to  move  about  my  own  house  with  the 
greatest  caution  and  circumspection,  for  fear  of 
VOL.  x.  u 
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hurting  some  of  our  brittle  furniture.  She  makes 
an  illumination  once  a  week  with  wax  candles  in  one 
of  the  largest  rooms,  in  order,  as  she  phrases  it,  to 
see  company ;  at  which  time  she  always  desires  me 
to  be  abroad,  or  to  confine  myself  to  the  cock-loft, 
that  I  may  not  disgrace  her  among  her  visitants  of 
quality.  Her  footmen,  as  I  told  you  before,  are 
such  beaus  that  I  do  not  much  care  for  asking  them 
questions ;  when  I  do,  they  answer  me  with  a  saucy 
frown,  and  say  that  every  thing  which  I  find  fault 
with  was  done  by  my  Lady  Mary’s  order.  ‘She  tells 
me,  that  she  intends  they  shall  wear  swords  with 
their  next  liveries,  having  lately  observed  the  foot¬ 
men  of  two  or  three  persons  of  quality  hanging  be¬ 
hind  the  coach  with  swords  by  their  sides.  As  soon 
as  the  first  honeymoon  was  over,  I  represented  to 
her  the  unreasonableness  of  those  daily  innovations 
which  she  made  in  my  family ;  but  she  told  me,  I 
was  no  longer  to  consider  myself  as  Sir  John  Anvil, 
but  as  her  husband ;  and  added,  with  a  frown,  that  I 
did  not  seem  to  know  who  she  was.  I  was  surprised 
to  be  treated  thus,  after  such  familiarities  as  had 
passed  between  us.  But  she  has  since  given  me  to 
know,  that  whatever  freedoms  she  may  sometimes 
indulge  me  in,  she  expects  in  general  to  be  treated 
with  the  respect  that  is  due  to  her  birth  and  quality. 
Our  children  have  been  trained  up  from  their  in¬ 
fancy  with  so  many  accounts  of  their  mother’s  fa¬ 
mily,  that  they  know  the  stories  of  all  the  great  men 
and  women  it  has  produced.  Their  mother  tells 
them,  that  such  a  one  commanded  in  such  a  sea- 
engagement,  that  their  great-grandfather  had  ahorse 
shot  under  him  at  Edge-hill,  that  their  uncle  was  at 
the  siege  of  Buda,  and  that  her  mother  danced  in  a 
ball  at  court  with  the  Duke  of  Monmouth ;  with 
abundance  of  fiddle-faddle  of  the  same  nature.  I 
was  the  other  day  a  little  out  of  countenance  at  a 
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question  of  my  little  daughter  Harriot,  who  asked 
me,  with  a  great  deal  of  innocence,  why  I  never  told 
them  of  the  generals  and  admirals  that  had  been  in 
my  family?  As  for  my  eldest  son,  Oddly,  he  has 
been  so  spirited  up  by  his  mother,  that  if  he  does 
not  mend  his  manners  I  shall  go  near  to  disinherit 
him.  He  drew  his  sword  upon  me  before  he  was 
nine  years  old,  and  told  me  that  he  expected  to  be 
used  like  a  gentleman :  upon  my  offering  to  correct 
him  for  his  insolence,  my  Lady  Mary  stept  in  between 
us,  and  told  me  that  I  ought  to  consider  there  was 
some  difference  between  his  mother  and  mine.  She 
is  perpetually  finding  out  the  features  of  her  own 
relations  in  every  one  of  my  children,  though,  by 
the  way,  I  have  a  little  chubfaced  boy  as  like  me  as 
he  can  stare,  if  I  durst  say  so ;  but  what  most  angers 
me,  when  she  sees  me  playing  with  any  of  them 
upon  my  knee,  she  has  begged  me  more  than 
once  to  converse  with  the  children  as  little  as  pos¬ 
sible,  that  they  may  not  learn  any  of  my  awkward 
tricks. 

‘  You  must  further  know,  since  I  am  opening  my 
heart  to  you,  that  she  thinks  herself  my  superior  in 
sense,  as  much  as  she  is  in  quality,  and  therefore 
treats  me  like  a  plain  well-meaning  man,  who  does 
not  know  the  world.  She  dictates  to  me  in  my 
own  business,  sets  me  right  in  points  of  trade,  and 
if  I  disagree  with  her  about  any  of  my  ships  at 
sea,  wonders  that  I  will  dispute  with  her,  when  I 
know  very  well  that  her  great-grandfather  was  a 
flag-officer. 

‘  To  complete  my  sufferings,  she  has  teased  me 
for  this  quarter  of  a  year  last  past  to  remove  into 
one  of  the  squares  at  the  other  end  of  the  town, 
promising,  for  my  encouragement,  that  I  shall  have 
as  good  a  cock-loft  as  any  gentleman  in  the  square ; 

u  2 
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to  which  the  Honourable  Oddly  Enville,  Esq.  always 
adds,  like  a  jack-a-napes  as  he  is,  that  he  hopes  it 
will  be  as  near  the  court  as  possible. 

‘  In  short,  Mr.  Spectator,  I  am  so  much  out  of 
my  natural  element,  that  to  recover  my  old  way  of 
life  I  would  be  content  to  begin  the  world  again,  and 
be  plain  Jack  Anvil :  but,  alas  !  I  am  in  for  life, 
and  am  bound  to  subscribe  myself  with  great  sorrow 
of  heart, 

‘  Your  humble  servant, 

L.  ‘  JOHN  ENVILLE,  KNT.’ 


N°  300.  WEDNESDAY,  FEB.  13,  1711-12. 


- Diversnm  ritio  vitium  prnpre  majus. 

Hor.  1  Ep.  xviii.  5. 

- Another  failing  of  the  mind, 

Greater  than  this,  of  a  quite  different  kind. 

Pooley. 

£  MR.  SPECTATOR, 

‘  When  you  talk  of  the  subject  of  love,  and 
the  relations  arising  from  it,  methinks  you  should 
take  care  to  leave  no  fault  unobserved  which  con¬ 
cerns  the  state  of  marriage.  The  great  vexation 
that  I  have  observed  in  it  is,  that  the  wedded  couple 
seem  to  want  opportunities  of  being  often  enough 
alone  together,  and  are  forced  to  quarrel  and  be 
fond  before  company.  Mr.  Hotspur  and  his  lady, 
in  a  room  full  of  their  friends,  are  ever  saying  some¬ 
thing  so  smart  to  each  other,  and  that  but  just 
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within  rules,  that  the  whole  company  stand  in  the 
utmost  anxiety  and  suspense,  for  fear  of  their  falling 
into  extremities  which  they  could  not  be  present  at. 
On  the  other  side,  Tom  Faddle  and  his  pretty 
spouse,  wherever  they  come,  are  billing  at  such  a 
rate,  as  they  think  must  do  our  hearts  good  to  be¬ 
hold  them.  Cannot  you  possibly  propose  a  mean 
between  being  wasps  and  doves  in  public  ?  1  should 

think,  if  you  advised  to  hate  or  love  sincerely  it 
would  be  better :  for  if  they  would  be  so  discreet 
as  to  hate  from  the  very  bottoms  of  their  hearts, 
their  aversion  would  be  too  strong  for  little  gibes 
every  moment:- and  if  they  loved  with  that  calm 
and  noble  valour  which  dwells  in  the  heart,  with  a 
warmth  like  that  of  life-blood,  they  would  not  be 
so  impatient  of  their  passions  as  to  fall  into  observa¬ 
ble  fondness.  This  method,  in  each  case,  would 
save  appearances  ;  but  as  those  who  offend  on  the 
fond  side  are  by  much  the  fewer,  I  would  have  you 
begin  with  them,  and  go  on  to  take  notice  of  a  most 
impertinent  licence  married  women  take,  not  only 
to  be  very  loving  to  their  spouses  in  public,  but  also 
make  nauseous  allusions  to  private  familiarities,  and 
the  like.  Lucina  is  a  lady  of  the  greatest  discre¬ 
tion,  you  must  know,  in  the  world  ;  and  withal  very 
much  a  physician.  Upon  the  strength  of  these  two 
qualities  there  is  nothing  she  will  not  speak  of  before 
us  virgins;  and  she  every  day  talks  with  a  very 
grave  air  in  such  a  manner,  as  is  very  improper  so 
much  as  to  be  hinted  at  but  to  obviate  the  greatest 
extremity.  Those  whom  they  call  good  bodies,  no¬ 
table  people,  hearty  neighbours,  and  the  purest 
goodest  company  in  the  world,  are  the  great  offend¬ 
ers  in  his  kind.  Here  I  think  I  have  laid  before 
you  an  open  field  for  pleasantry ;  and  hope  you  Avill 
shew  these  people  that  at  least  they  are  not  witty : 
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in  which  you  will  save  from  many  a  blush  a  daily 
sufferer,  who  is  very  much 

‘  Your  most  humble  servant, 

,  ‘  SUSANNAH  LOVEWORTII.’ 


‘  MR.  SPECTATOR, 

*  In  yours  of  Wednesday  the  30th  past,  you 
and  your  correspondents  are  very  severe  on  a  sort 
of  men,  whom  you  call  male  coquettes ;  but  without 
any  other  reason,  in  my  apprehension,  than  that  of 
paying  a  shallow  compliment  to  the  fair  sex,  by 
accusing  some  men  of  imaginary  faults,  that  the 
women  may  not  seem  to  be  the  more  faulty  sex ; 
though  at  the  same  time  you  suppose  there  are  some 
so  weak  as  to  be  imposed  upon  by  fine  things  and 
false  addresses.  I  cannot  persuade  myself  that  your 
design  is  to  debar  the  sexes  the  benefit  of  each 
other’s  conversation  within  the  rules  of  honour ;  nor 
will  you,  I  dare  say,  recommend  to  them,  or  encou¬ 
rage  the  common  tea-table  talk,  much  less  that  of 
politics  and  matters  of  state ;  and  if  these  are  for¬ 
bidden  subjects  of  discourse,  then,  as  long  as  there 
are  any  women  in  the  world  who  take  a  pleasure 
in  hearing  themselves  praised,  and  can  bear  the 
sight  of  a  man  prostrate  at  their  feet,  so  long  I  shall 
make  no  wonder  that  there  are  those  of  the  other 
sex  who  will  pay  them  those  impertinent  humilia¬ 
tions.  We  should  have  few  people  such  fools  as  to 
practise  flattery,  if  all  were  so  wise  as  to  despise  it. 
I  do  not  deny  but  you  would  do  a  meritorious  act, 
if  you  could  prevent  all  impositions  on  the  simpli¬ 
city  of  young  women  ;  but  I  must  confess,  I  do  not 
apprehend  you  have  laid  the  fault  on  the  proper 
persons  ;  and  if  I  trouble  you  with  my  thoughts 
upon  it,  I  promise  myself  your  pardon.  Such  of 
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the  sex  as  are  raw  and  innocent,  and  most  exposed 
to  these  attacks,  have,  or  their  parents  are  much  to 
blame  if  they  have  not,  one  to  advise  and  guard 
them,  and  are  obliged  themselves  to  take  care  of 
them ;  but  if  these  who  ought  to  hinder  men  from 
all  opportunities  of  this  sort  of  conversation,  instead 
of  that  encourage  and  promote  it,  the  suspicion  is 
very  just  that  there  are  some  private  reasons  for  it ; 
and  I  will  leave  it  to  you  to  determine  on  which 
side  a  part  is  then  acted.  Some  women  there  are 
who  are  arrived  at  years  of  discretion,  I  mean  are 
got  out  of  the  hands  of  their  parents  and  gover¬ 
nors,  and  are  set  up  for  themselves,  who  are  yet 
liable  to  these  attempts ;  but  if  these  are  prevailed 
upon,  you  must  excuse  me  if  I  lay  the  fault  upon 
them,  that  their  wisdom  is  not  grown  with  their 
years.  My  client,  Mr.  Strephon,  whom  you  sum¬ 
moned  to  declare  himself,  gives  you  thanks  how¬ 
ever  for  your  warning,  and  begs  the  favour  only  to 
enlarge  his  time  for  a  week,  or  to  the  last  day  of  the 
term,  and  then  he  will  appear  gratis,  and  pray  no 
day  over. 

‘  Yours, 

‘  PHILANTHROPOS.’ 


‘  MR.  SPECTATOR, 

‘  I  was  last  night  to  visit  a  lady  whom  I 
much  esteem,  and  always  took  for  my  friend  ;  but 
met  with  so  very  different  a  reception  from  what  I 
expected,  that  I  cannot  help  applying  myself  to  you 
on  this  occasion.  In  the  room  of  that  civility  and 
familiarity  I  used  to  be  treated  with  by  her,  an 
affected  strangeness  in  her  looks,  and  coldness  in  her 
behaviour,  plainly  told  me  I  was  not  the  welcome 
guest  which  the  regard  and  tenderness  she  has  often 
expressed  for  me  gave  me  reason  to  flatter  myself  to 
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think  I  was.  Six*,  this  is  certainly  a  great  fault,  and 
I  assure  you  a  very  common  one ;  therefore  1  hope 
you  will  think  it  a  fit  subject  for  some  part  of  a 
Spectator.  Be  pleased  to  acquaint  us  how  we  must 
behave  ourselves  towards  this  valetudinary  friend¬ 
ship,  subject  to  so  many  heats  and  colds,  and  you 
will  oblige, 

‘  SIR, 

4  Your  humble  servant, 

‘  MIRANDA.’ 


‘  SIR, 

1  I  cannot  forbear  acknowledging  the  de- 
light  your  late  Spectators  on  Saturdays  have  given 
me  ;  for  they  are  writ  in  the  honest  spirit  of  criticism, 
and  called  to  my  mind  the  following  four  lines  I  had 
read  long  since  in  a  prologue  to  a  play  called  Julius 
Caesar,*  which  has  deserved  a  better  fate.  The 
verses  are  addressed  to  the  little  critics  : 

Shew  your  small  talent,  and  let  that  suffice  ye  ; 

But  grow  not  vain  upon  it,  I  advise  ye. 

For  every  fop  can  find  out  faults  in  plays  : 

You’ll  ne’er  arrive  at  knowing  when  to  praise. 


‘  Yours, 

T.  ‘  D.  G.’ 

*  A  tragedy  by  William  Alexander,  F.arl  of  Stirling, 
fol.  1629,  and  much  the  most  regular  and  dramatic  piece 
of  this  noble  author. 
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Possint  utjuvenes  visereferr.idi 
AJulto  non  sine  risu, 

Dilapsam  in  cineres  facem. 

Hor.  4  Od.  xiii.  26. 

That  all  may  laugh  to  see  that  glaring  light. 

Which  lately  slione  so  fierce  and  bright. 

End  in  a  stink  at  last,  and  vanish  into  night. 

Anon. 

We  are  generally  so  much  pleased  with  any  little 
accomplishments,  either  of  body  or  mind,  which 
have  once  made  us  remarkable  in  the  world,  that 
we  endeavour  to  persuade  ourselves  it  is  not  in  the 
power  of  time  to  rob  us  of  them.  We  are  eternally 
pursuing  the  same  methods  which  first  procured  us 
the  applauses  of  mankind.  It  is  from  this  notion 
that  an  author  writes  on,  though  he  is  come  to 
dotage ;  without  ever  considering  that  his  memory 
is  impaired,  and  that  he  hath  lost  that  life,  and 
those  spirits,  which  formerly  raised  his  fancy,  and 
fired  his  imagination.  The  same  folly  hinders  a 
man  from  submitting  his  behaviour  to  his  age,  and 
makes  Clodius,  who  was  .a  celebrated  dancer  at  five 
and  twenty,  still  love  to  hobble  in  a  minuet,  though 
he  is  past  threescore.  It  is  this,  in  a  word,  which 
fills  the  town  with  elderly  fops  and  superannuated 
coquettes. 

Canidia,  a  lady  of  this  latter  species,  passed  by 
me  yesterday  in  a  coach.  Canidia  was  an  haughty 
beauty  of  the  last  age,  and  was  followed  by  crowds 
of  adorers,  whose  passions  only  pleased  her,  as  they 
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gave  her  opportunities  of  playing  the  tyrant.  She 
then  contracted  that  awful  cast  of  the  eye  and  for¬ 
bidding  frown,  which  she  has  not  yet  laid  aside,  and 
has  still  all  the  insolence  ofbeauty  without  its  charms. 
If  she  now  attracts  the  eyes  of  any  beholders,  it  is 
only  by  being  remarkably  ridiculous  ;  even  her  own 
sex  laugh  at  her  affectation ;  and  the  men,  who  al¬ 
ways  enjoy  an  ill-natured  pleasure  in  seeing  an  im¬ 
perious  beauty  humbled  and  neglected,  regard  her 
with  the  same  satisfaction  that  a  free  nation  sees  a 
tyrant  in  disgrace. 

Will  Honeycomb,  who  is  a  great  admirer  of  the 
gallantries  in  King  Charles  the  Second’s  reign,  lately 
communicated  to  me  a  letter  written  by  a  wit  of 
that  age  to  his  mistress,  who  it  seems  was  a  lady  of 
Canidia’s  humour ;  and  though  I  do  not  always  ap¬ 
prove  of  my  friend  Will’s  taste,  I  liked  this  letter  so 
well,  that  I  took  a  copy  of  it,  with  which  I  shall  here 
present  my  reader : 


‘  TO  CLOE. 


*  MADAM, 

‘  Since  my  waking  thoughts  have  never  been 
able  to  influence  you  in  my  favour,  I  am  resolved  to 
try  whether  my  dreams  can  make  any  impression  on 
you.  To  this  end  I  shall  give  you  an  account  of  a 
very  odd  one  which  my  fancy  presented  to  me  last 
night,  within  a  few  hours  after  I  left  you. 

*  Methought  I  was  unaccountably  conveyed  into 
the  most  delicious  place  mine  eyes  ever  beheld  :  it 
was  a  large  valley  divided  by  a  river  of  the  purest 
water  I  had  ever  seen.  The  ground  on  each  side 
of  it  rose  by  an  easy  ascent,  and  was  covered  with 
flowers  of  an  infinite  variety,  which,  as  they  were 
reflected  in  the  water,  doubled  the  beauties  of  the 
place,  or  rather  formed  an  imaginary  scene  more 
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beautiful  than  the  real.  On  each  side  of  the  river 
was  a  range  of  lofty  trees,  whose  boughs  were  loaded 
with  almost  as  many  birds  as  leaves.  Every  tree 
was  full  of  harmony. 

‘  I  had  not  gone  far  in  this  pleasant  valley,  when 
I  perceived  that  it  was  terminated  by  a  most  magni¬ 
ficent  temple.  The  structure  was  ancient  and  regu¬ 
lar.  On  the  top  of  it  was  figured  the  god  Saturn, 
in  the  same  shape  and  dress  as  the  poets  usually 
represent  Time. 

‘  As  I  was  advancing  to  satisfy  my  curiosity  by  a 
nearer  view,  I  was  stopped  by  an  object  far  more 
beautiful  than  any  I  had  before  discovered  in  the 
whole  place.  I  fancy,  madam,  you  will  easily  guess 
that  this  could  hardly  be  any  thing  but  yourself :  in 
reality  it  was  so ;  you  lay  extended  on  the  flowers 
by  the  side  of  the  river,  so  that  your  hands,  which 
were  thrown  in  a  negligent  posture,  almost  touched 
the  water.  Your  eyes  were  closed;  but  if  your 
sleep  deprived  me  of  the  satisfaction  of  seeing  them, 
it  left  me  at  leisure  to  contemplate  several  other 
charms  which  disappear  when  your  eyes  are  open. 
I  could  not  but  admire  the  tranquillity  you  slept  in, 
especially  when  I  considered  the  uneasiness  you  pro¬ 
duce  in  so  many  others. 

‘  While  I  was  wholly  taken  up  in  these  reflections, 
the  doors  of  the  temple  flew  open,  with  a  very  great 
noise  ;  and  lifting  up  my  eyes,  I  saw  two  figures,  in 
human  shape,  coming  into  the  valley.  Upon  a 
nearer  survey,  I  found  them  to  be  Youth  and  Love. 
The  first  was  encircled  with  a  kind  of  purple  light, 
that  spread  a  glory  over  all  the  place ;  the  other  held 
a  flaming  torch  in  his  hand.  I  could  observe,  that 
all  the  way  as  they  came  towards  us  the  colours  of 
the  flowers  appeared  more  lively,  the  trees  shot  out 
in  blossoms,  the  birds  threw  themselves  into  pairs, 
and  serenaded  them  as  they  passed :  the  whole  face 
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of  nature  glowed  with  new  beauties.  They  were  no 
sooner  arrived  at  the  place  where  you  lay,  than  they 
seated  themselves  on  each  side  of  you.  On  their 
approach  methought  I  saw  a  new  bloom  arise  in 
your  face,  and  new  charms  diffuse  themselves  over 
your  whole  person.  You  appeared  more  than  mor¬ 
tal  ;  but,  to  my  great  surprise,  continued  fast  asleep, 
though  the  two  deities  made  several  gentle  efforts 
to  awaken  you. 

‘  After  a  short  time.  Youth  (displaying  a  pair  of 
wings,  which  I  had  not  before  taken  notice  of)  flew 
off.  Love  still  remained,  and  holding  the  torch 
which  he  had  in  his  hand  before  your  face,  you  still 
appeared  as  beautiful  as  ever.  The  glaring  of  the 
light  in  your  eyes  at  length  awakened  you  ;  when, 
to  my  great  surprise,  instead  of  acknowledging  the 
favour  of  the  deity,  you  frowned  upon  him,  and 
struck  the  torch  out  of  his  hand  into  the  river. 
The  god,  after  having  regarded  you  with  a  look 
that  spoke  at  once  his  pity  and  displeasure,  flew 
away.  Immediately  a  kind  of  gloom  overspread 
the  whole  place.  At  the  same  time  I  saw  a  hideous 
spectre  enter  at  one  end  of  the  valley.  His  eyes 
were  sunk  into  his  head,  his  face  was  pale  and 
withered,  and  his  skin  puckered  up  in  wrinkles.  As 
he  walked  on  the  sides  of  the  bank  the  river  froze, 
the  flowers  faded,  the  trees  shed  their  blossoms,  the 
birds  dropped  from  off  the  boughs,  and  fell  dead  at 
his  feet.  By  these  marks  I  knew  him  to  be  Old  Age. 
You  were  seized  with  the  utmost  horror  and  amaze¬ 
ment  at  his  approach.  You  endeavoured  to  have 
fled,  but  the  phantom  caught  you  in  his  arms.  You 
may  easily  guess  at  the  change  you  suffered  in  this 
embrace.  For  my  own  part,  though  I  am  still  too 
full  of  the  dreadful  idea,  I  will  not  shock  you  with 
a  description  of  it.  I  was  so  startled  at  the  sight, 
that  my  sleep  immediately  left  me,  and  I  found  my- 


SPECTATOR. 


N°  302. 


229 


self  awake,  at  leisure  to  consider  of  a  dream  which 
seems  too  extraordinary  to  be  without  a  meaning.  I 
am,  madam,  with  the  greatest  passion, 

‘  Your  most  obedient, 

X.  ‘  most  humble  servant,  &c.’ 


N°  302.  FRIDAY,  FEBRUARY  15,  1711-12. 


- Lachrymteque  decnrce, 

Gratior  et  pulchro  veniens  in  i orpore  virtus. 

Virg.  din.  v.  343. 

Becoming-  sorrows,  and  a  virtnous  mind 
More  lovely,  in  a  beauteous  form  inshrin’d. 

I  read  what  I  give  for  the  entertainment  of  this 
day  with  a  great  deal  of  pleasure,  and  publish  it  just 
as  it  came  to  my  hands.  I  shall  be  very  glad  to  find 
there  are  many  guessed  at  for  Emilia. 

‘  MR.  SPECTATOR, 

‘  If  this  paper  has  the  good  fortune  to  be 
honoured  with  a  place  in  your  writings,  I  shall  be 
the  more  pleased,  because  the  character  of  Emilia  is 
not  an  imaginary  but  a  real  one.  1  have  industri¬ 
ously  obscured  the  whole  by  the  addition  of  one  or 
two  circumstances  of  no  consequence,  that  the  per¬ 
son  it  is  drawn  from  might  still  be  concealed ;  and 
that  the  writer  of  it  might  not  be  in  the  least  sus¬ 
pected,  and  for  some  other  reasons,  I  choose  not  to 
give  it  in  the  form  of  a  letter  :  but  if,  besides  the 
faults  of  the  composition,  there  be  any  thing  in  it 
more  proper  for  a  correspondent  than  the  Spectator 
VOL.  x.  x 
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himself  to  write,  I  submit  it  to  your  better  judgment, 
to  receive  any  other  model  you  think  fit. 

‘  I  am,  sir, 

‘  Your  very  humble  servant.’ 


There  is  nothing  which  gives  one  so  pleasing  a 
prospect  of  human  nature,  as  the  contemplation  of 
wisdom  and  beauty  :  the  latter  is  the  peculiar  por¬ 
tion  of  that  sex  which  is  therefore  called  fair ;  but 
the  happy  concurrence  of  both  these  excellencies  in 
the  same  person,  is  a  character  too  celestial  to  be 
frequently  met  with.  Beauty  is  an  over-weening 
self-sufficient  thing,  careless  of  providing  itself  any 
more  substantial  ornaments ;  nay,  so  little  does  it 
consult  its  own  interests,  that  it  too  often  defeats  it¬ 
self,  by  betraying  that  innocence,  which  renders  it 
lovely  and  desirable.  As  therefore  virtue  makes  a 
beautiful  woman  appear  more  beautiful,  so  beauty 
makes  a  virtuous  woman  really  more  virtuous.  Whilst 
I  am  considering  these  two  perfections  gloriously 
united  in  one  person,  I  cannot  help  representing  to 
my  mind  the  image  of  Emilia. 

Who  ever  beheld  the  charming  Emilia,  without 
feeling  in  his  breast  at  once  the  glow  of  love,  and 
the  tenderness  of  virtuous  friendship  ?  The  unstudied 
graces  of  her  behaviour,  and  the  pleasing  accents 
of  her  tongue,  insensibly  draw  you  on  to  wish  for  a 
nearer  enjoyment  of  them ;  but  even  her  smiles  carry 
in  them  a  silent  reproof  to  the  impulses  of  licentious 
love.  Thus,  though  the  attractives  of  her  beauty 
play  almost  irresistibly  upon  you,  and  create  desire, 
you  immediately  stand  corrected,  not  by  the  se¬ 
verity,  but  the  decency  of  her  virtue.  That  sweetness 
and  good-humour,  which  is  so  visible  in  her  face, 
naturally  diffuses  itself  into  every  word  and  action : 
a  man  must  be  a  savage,  who,  at  the  sight  of  Emilia, 
is  not  more  inclined  to  do  her  good,  than  gratify 
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himself.  Her  person  as  it  is  thus  studiously  embel¬ 
lished  by  nature,  thus  adorned  with  unpremeditated 
graces,  is  a  fit  lodging  for  a-  mind  so  fair  and  lovely; 
there  dwell  rational  piety,  modest  hope,  and  cheerful 
resignation. 

Many  of  the  prevailing  passions  of  mankind  do 
undeservedly  pass  under  the  name  of  religion;  which 
is  thus  made  to  express  itself  in  action,  according  to 
the  nature  of  the  Constitution  in  which  it  resides ;  so 
that  were  we  to  make  a  judgment  from  appearances, 
■one  would  imagine  religion  in  some  is  little  better 
than  sullenness  and  reserve,  in  many  fear,  in  others 
the  despondings  of  a  melancholy  complexion,  in 
others  the  formality  of  insignificant  unaffecting  ob¬ 
servances,  in  others  severity,  in  others  ostentation. 
In  Emilia  it  is  a  principle  founded  in  reason,  and  en¬ 
livened  with  hope  ;  it  does  not  break  forth  into  irre¬ 
gular  fits  and  sallies  of  devotion,  but  is  an  uniform 
and  consistent  tenour  of  action :  it  is  strict  without 
severity ;  compassionate  without  weakness ;  it  is  the 
perfection  of  that  good-humour  which  proceeds  from 
the  understanding,  not  the  effect  of  an  easy  con¬ 
stitution. 

By  a  generous  sympathy  in  nature,  we  feel  our¬ 
selves  disposed  to  mourn  when  any  of  our  fellow- 
creatures  are  afflicted ;  but  injured  innocence  and 
beauty  in  distress  is  an  object  that  carries  in  it  some¬ 
thing  inexpressibly  moving :  it  softens  the  most 
manly  heart  with  the  tenderest  sensations  of  love 
and  compassion,  until  at  length  it  confesses  its  hu¬ 
manity,  and  flows  out  into  tears. 

Were  I  to  relate  that  part  of  Emilia’s  life  which 
has  given  her  an  opportunity  of  exerting  the  heroism 
of  Christianity,  it  would  make  too  sad,  too  tender  a 
story :  but  when  I  consider  her  alone  in  the  midst 
of  her  distresses,  looking  beyond  this  gloomy  vale  of 
1  x  2 
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affliction  and  sorrow,  into  the  joys  of  heaven  and 
immortality,  and  when  I  see  her  in  conversation 
thoughtless  and  easy,  as  if  she  were  the  most  happy 
creature  in  the  world,  I  am  transported  with  admira¬ 
tion^  Surely  never  did  such  a  philosophic  soul  in¬ 
habit  such  a  beauteous  form  !  For  beauty  is  often 
made  a  privilege  against  thought  and  reflection  ;  it 
laughs  at  wisdom,  and  will  not  abide  the  gravity  of 
its  instructions. 

Were  I  able  to  represent  Emilia’s  virtues  in  their 
proper  colours,  and  their  due  proportions,  love  or 
flattery  might  perhaps  be  thought  to  have  drawn 
the  picture  larger  than  life ;  but  as  this  is  but  an  im¬ 
perfect  draught  of  so  excellent  a  character,  and  as 
I  cannot,  I  will  not  hope  to  have  any  interest  in  her 
person,  all  that  I  can  say  of  her  is  but  impartial  praise 
extorted  from  me  by  the  prevailing  brightness  of  her 
virtues.  So  rare  a  pattern  of  female  excellence 
ought  not  to  be  concealed,  but  should  be  set  out  to 
the  view  and  imitation  of  the  world  ;  for  how  amia¬ 
ble  does  virtue  appear  thus,  as  it  were,  made  visible 
to  us,  in  so  fair  an  example  ! 

Honoria’s  disposition  is  of  a  very  different  turn : 
her  thoughts  are  wholly  bent  upon  conquest  and  ar¬ 
bitrary  power.  That  she  has  some  wit  and  beauty 
nobody  denies,  and  therefore  has  the  esteem  of  all 
her  acquaintance  as  a  woman  of  an  agreeable  per¬ 
son  and  conversation ;  but  (whatever  her  husband 
may  think  of  it)  that  is  not  sufficient  for  Honoria  : 
she  waves  that  title  to  respect  as  a  mean  acquisition, 
and  demands  veneration  in  the  right  of  an  idol ;  for 
this  reason  her  natural  desire  of  life  is  continually 
checked  with  an  inconsistent  feqr  of  wrinkles  and 
old  age. 

Emilia  cannot  be  supposed  ignorant  of  her  per¬ 
sonal  charms,  though  she  seems  to  be  so ;  but  she 
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will  not  hold  her  happiness  upon  so  precarious  a 
tenure,  whilst  her  mind  is  adorned  with  beauties  of 
a  more  exalted  and  lasting  nature.  When  in  the 
full  bloom  of  youth  and  beauty  we  saw  her  sur¬ 
rounded  with  a  crowd  of  adorers,  she  took  no  plea¬ 
sure  in  slaughter  and  destruction,  gave  no  false  de¬ 
luding  hopes  which  might  increase  the  torments  of 
her  disappointed  lovers  ;  but  having  for  some  time 
given  to  the  decency  of  a  virgin  coyness,  and  ex¬ 
amined  the  merit  of  their  several  pretensions,  she  at 
length  gratified  her  own,  by  resigning  herself  to  the 
ardent  passion  of  Bromius.  Bromius  was  then  mas¬ 
ter  of  many  good  qualities  and  a  moderate  fortune, 
which  was  soon  after  unexpectedly  j  increased  to  a 
plentiful  estate.  This  for  a  good  while  proved  his 
misfortune,  as  it  furnished  his  unexperienced  age 
with  the  opportunities  of  evil  company,  and  a  sen¬ 
sual  life.  He  might  have  longer  wandered  in  the 
labyrinths  of  vice  and  folly,  had  not  Emilia’s  pru¬ 
dent  conduct  won  him  over  to  the  government  of  his 
reason.  Her  ingenuity  has  been  constantly  em¬ 
ployed  in  humanizing  his  passions,  and  refining  his 
pleasures.  She  has  shewed  him  by  her  own  example, 
that  virtue  is  consistent  with  decent  freedoms,  and 
good-humour,  or  rather  that  it  cannot  subsist  with¬ 
out  them.  Her  good  sense  readily  instructed  her, 
that  a  silent  example,  and  an  easy  unrepining  be¬ 
haviour,  will  always  be  more  persuasive  than  the 
severity  of  lectures  and  admonitions ;  and  that  there 
is  so  much  pride  interwov’en  into  the  make  of  human 
nature,  that  an  obstinate  man  must  only  take  the 
hint  from  another,  and  then  be  left  to  advise  and 
correct  himself.  Thus  by  an  artful  train  of  manage¬ 
ment,  andunseen  persuasions,  having  at  first  brought 
him  not  to  dislike,  and  at  length  to  be  pleased  with 
that  which  otherwise  hewould  not  have  bore  to  hear 
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of,  she  then  knew  how  to  press  and  secure  this  ad¬ 
vantage,  by  approving  it  as  his  thought,  and  second¬ 
ing  it  as  his  proposal.  By  this  means  she  has  gained 
an  interest  in  some  of  his  leading  passions,  and  made 
them  accessary  to  his  reformation. 

There  is  another  particular  of  Emilia’s  conduct 
which  I  cannot  forbear  mentioning  :  to  some,  per¬ 
haps,  it  may  at  first  sight  appear  but  a  trifling  incon¬ 
siderable  circumstance :  but,  for  my  part,  I  think  it 
highly  worthy  of  observation,  and  tobe  recommended 
to  the  consideration  of  the  fair  sex.  I  have  often 
thought  wrapping -gowns  and  dirty  linen,  with  all 
that  huddled  economy  of  dress  which  passes  under 
the  general  name  of  ‘  a  mob,’  the  bane  of  conjugal 
love,  and  one  of  the  readiest  means  imaginable  to 
alienate  the  affection  of  an  husband,  especially  a 
fond  one.  I  have  heard  some  ladies,  who  have  been 
surprised  by  company  in  such  a  deshabille,  apologize 
for  it  after  this  manner :  ‘  Truly,  I  am  ashamed  to 
be  caught  in  this  pickle :  but  my  husband  and  I 
were  sitting  all  alone  by  ourselves,  and  I  did  not 
expect  to  see  such  good  company.’ — This,  by  the 
way,  is  a  fine  compliment  to  the  good  man,  which 
it  is  ten  to  one  but  he  returns  in  dogged  answers 
and  a  churlish  behaviour,  without  knowing  what  it 
is  that  puts  him  out  of  humour. 

Emilia’s  observation  teaches  her,  that  as  little 
inadvertencies  and  neglects  cast  a  blemish  upon  a 
great  character;  so  the  neglect  of  apparel,  even 
among  the  most  intimate  friends,  does  insensibly 
lessen  their  regard  to  each  other,  by  creating  a  fa¬ 
miliarity  too  low  and  contemptible.  She  under¬ 
stands  the  importance  of  those  things  which  the  ge¬ 
nerality  account  trifles  ;  and  considers  every  thing  as 
a  matter  of  consequence,  that  has  the  least  tendency 
towards  keeping  up  or  abating  the  affection  of  her 
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husband :  him  she  esteems  as  a  fit  object  to  emplojr 
her  ingenuity  in  pleasing,  because  he  is  to  be  pleased 
for  life. 

By  the  help  of  these,  and  a  thousand  other  name¬ 
less  arts,  which  it  is  easier  for  her  to  practice  than  for 
another  to  express,  by  the  obstinacy  of  her  goodness 
and  unprovoked  submission,  in  spite  of  all  her  afflic¬ 
tions  and  ill  usage,  Bromius  is  become  a  man  of  sense 
and  a  kind  husband,  and  Emilia  a  happy  wife. 

Ye  guardian  angels,  to  whose  care  heaven  has  in¬ 
trusted  its  dear  Emilia,  guide  her  still  forward  in  the 
paths  of  virtue,  defend  her  from  the  insolence  and 
wrongs  of  this  undiscerning  world  :  at  length,  when 
we  must  no  more  converse  with  such  purity  on  earth, 
lead  her  gently  hence,  innocent  and  unreprovable,  to 
a  better  place,  where  by  an  easy  transition  from 
what  she  now  is,  she  may  shine  forth  an  angel  of 
light.  T. 


N"  303.  SATURDAY,  FEBRUARY  16,  1711-12. 


-  Volet  hate  sub  luce  tideri , 

Judicis  arguturn  quee  wnformidat  acumen. 

Hor.  Ara  Poet.  ver.  363. 

- Some  choose  the  clearest  light, 

And  boldly  challenge  the  most  piercing  eye. 

Roscommon. 

I  have  seen,  in  the  works  of  a  modern  philosopher, 
a  map  of  the  spots  in  the  sun.  My  last  paper  of  the 
faults  and  blemishes  in  Milton’s  Paradise  Lost  may 
be  considered  as  a  piece  of  the  same  nature.  To 
pursue  the  illusion :  as  it  is  observed,  that  among 
the  bright  parts  of  the  luminous  body  above  men- 
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tionecl,  there  are  some  which  glow  more  intensely, 
and  dart  a  stronger  light  than  others  ;  so,  notwith¬ 
standing  I  have  already  shewn  Milton’s  poem  to  be 
very  beautiful  in  general,  I  shall  now  proceed  to 
take  notice  of  such  beauties  as  appear  to  me  more 
exquisite  than  the  rest.  Milton  has  proposed  the 
subject -of  his  poem  in  the  following  verses: 

Of  man’s  first  disobedience,  and  the  fruit 
Of  that  forbidden  tree,  whose  mortal  taste 
Brought  death  into  the  world  and  all  our  woe, 
With  loss  of  Eden,  till  one  greater  man 
Restore  us,  and  regain  the  blissful  seat. 

Sing,  heav’nly  muse  ! - 


These  lines  are,  perhaps,  as  plaip,  simple,  and  un¬ 
adorned,  as  any  of  the  whole  poem,  in  which  parti¬ 
cular  the  author  has  conformed  himself  to  the  ex>- 
ample  of  Homer,  and  the  precept  of  Horace. 

His  invocation  to  a  work,  which  turns  in  a  great 
measure  upon  the  creation  of  the  world,  is  very  pro¬ 
perly  made  to  the  Muse  who  inspired  Moses  in  those 
books  from  whence  our  author  drew  his  subject,  and 
to  the  Holy  Spirit  who  is  therein  represented  as 
operating  after  a  particular  manner  in  the  first  pro¬ 
duction  of  nature.  This  whole  exordium  rises  very 
happily  into  noble  language  and  sentiments,  as  I 
think  the  transition  to  the  fable  is  exquisitely  beau¬ 
tiful  and  natural. 

The  nine  days’  astonishment,  in  which  the  angels 
lay  entranced  after  their  dreadful  overthrow  and  fall 
from  heaven,  before  they  could  recover  either  the 
use  of  thought  or  speech,  is  a  noble  circumstance, 
and  very  finely  imagined.  The  division  of  hell  into 
seas  of  fire,  and  into  firm  ground  impregnated  with 
the  same  furious  element,  with  that  particular  cir¬ 
cumstance  of  the  exclusion  of  Hope  from  those  infer¬ 
nal  regions,  are  instances  of  the  same  great  and  fruit¬ 
ful  invention. 
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The  thoughts  in  the  first  speech  and  description 
of  Satan,  who  is  one  of  the  principal  actors  in  this 
poem,  are  wonderfully  proper  to  give  us  a  full  idea 
of  him.  His  pride,  envy,  and  revenge,  obstinacy, 
despair,  and  impenitence,  are  all  of  them  very  art¬ 
fully  interwoven.  In  short,  his  first  speech  is  a 
complication  of  all  those  passions  which  discover 
themselves  separately  in  several  other  of  his  speeches 
in  the  poem.  The  whole  part  of  this  great  enemy 
of  mankind  is  filled  with  such  incidents  as  are  iery 
apt  to  raise  and  terrify  the  reader’s  imagination.  Of 
this  nature,  in  the  book  now  before  us,  is  his  being 
the  first  that  awakens  out  of  the  general  trance,  with 
his  posture  on  the  burning  lake,  his  rising  from  it, 
and  the  description  of  his  shield  and  spear : 


Thus  Satan  talking  to  liis  nearest  mate, 

With  head  up  lift  above  the  wave,  and  eyes 
That  sparkling  blaz’d,  his  other  parts  beside 
Prone  on  the  flood,  extended  long  and  large, 

Lay  floating  many  a  rood - 

Forthwith  upright  he  rears  from  off  the  pool 
Lis  mighty  stature  ;  on  each  hand  the  flames 
Driv’n  backward  slope  their  pointing  spires,  and,  roll’d 
In  billows,  leave  i’  th’  midst  a  horrid  vale. 

Then  with  expanded  wings  he  steers  his  flight 
Aloft,  incumbent  on  the  dusky  air 

That  felt  unusual  weight - 

- His  pond’rous  shield 

Ethereal  temper,  massy,  large  and  round," 

Behind  him  cast;  the  broad  circumference 
Hung  on  his  shoulders  like  the  moon,  whose  orb 
Through  optic  glass  the  Tuscan  artists  view 
At  ev’ning  from  the  top  of  Fesole, 

Or  in  Valdarno,  to  descry  new  lands. 

Rivers,  or  mountains,  on  her  spotty  globe. 

His  spear  (to  equal  which  the  tallest  pine 
Hewn  on  Norwegian  hills  to  be  the  mast 
Of  some  great  atumiral,  were  but  a  wand) 

He  walk’d  with,  to  support  uneasy  steps 
Over  the  burning  marl - 
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To  which  we  may  add  his  call  to  the  fallen  angels 
that  lay  plunged  and  stupified  in  the  seaof  fire : 

He  call’d  so  loud,  that  all  the  hollow  deep 
Of  hell  resounded. 

But  there  is  no  single  passage  in  the  whole  poem 
worked  up  to  a  greater  sublimity,  than  that  wherein 
his  person  is  described  in  those  celebrated  lines : 


■  He,  above  the  rest 

Tn  shape  and  gesture  proudly  eminent, 
Stood  like  a  tower,  &c. 


His  sentiments  are  every  way  answerable  to  his 
character,  and  suitable  to  a  created  being  of  the 
most  exalted  and  most  depraved  nature.  Such  is 
that  in  which  he  takes  possession  of  his  place  of  tor¬ 
ments  : 

- Hail,  liorrnrs!  hail, 

Infernal  world!  and  ihuu  profoundest  hell 
Receive  thy  new  possessor,  one  who  brings 
A  mind  not  to  be  chang’d  by  place  or  time. 

And  afterwards : 


- Here  at  least 

We  shall  be  free  !  th’  Almighty  hath  not  built 
Here  for  his  envy ;  will  not  drive  us  hence  : 

Here  we  may  reign  secure  ;  and  in  my  choice 
To  reign  is  worth  ambition,  though  in  hell: 

Better  to  reign  in  hell,  than  serve  in  heav’n. 

Amidst  those  impieties  which  this  enraged  spirit 
utters  in  other  places  of  the  poem,  the  author  has 
taken  care  to  introduce  none  that  is  not  big  with  ab¬ 
surdity,  and  incapable  of  shocking  a  religious  reader; 
his  words,  as  the  poet  himself  describes  them,  bear¬ 
ing  only  a  4  semblance  of  worth,  not  substance.’ 
He  is  likewise  with  great  art  described  as  owning  his 
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adversary  to  be  Almighty.  Whatever  perverse  in¬ 
terpretation  he  puts  on  the  justice,  mercy,  and  other 
attributes  of  the  Supreme  Being,  he  frequently  con¬ 
fesses  his  omnipotence,  that  being  the  perfection  he 
was  forced  to  allow  him,  and  the  only  consideration 
which  could  support  his  pride  under  the  shame  of 
his  defeat. 

Nor  must  I  here  omit  that  beautiful  circumstance 
of  his  bursting  out  into  tears,  upon  his  survey  of 
those  innumerable  spirits  whom  he  had  involved  in 
the  same  guilt  and  ruin  with  himself : 

- He  now  prepar’d 

To  speak;  whereat  their  doubled  ranks  they  bend, 
From  wing  to  wing,  and  half  inclose  him  round 
With  all  his  peers  :  Attention  held  them  mute. 
Thrice  he  assay’d,  and  thrice,  in  spite  of  scorn, 
Tears,  such  as  angels  weep,  burst  forth - 

The  catalogue  of  evil  spirits  has  abundance  of 
learning  in  it,  and  a  very  agreeable  turn  of  poetry, 
which  rises  in  a  great  measure  from  its  describing 
the  places  where  they  were  worshipped,  by  those 
beautiful  marks  of  rivers  so  frequent  among  the  an¬ 
cient  poets.  The  author  had  doubtless  in  this  place 
Homer’s  catalogue  of  ships,  and  Virgil’s  list  of  war¬ 
riors,  in  his  view.  The  characters  of  Moloch  and 
Belial  prepare  the  reader’s  mind  for  their  respective 
speeches  and  behaviour  in  the  second  and  sixth 
book.  The  account  of  Thammuz  is  finely  roman¬ 
tic,  and  suitable  to  what  we  read  among  the  an¬ 
cients  of  the  worship  which  was  paid  to  that  idol  : 

* - -  Thammuz  came  next  behind, 

Whose  annual  wound  in  Lebanon  allur’d 

*  This  quotation  from  Milton,  and  the  paragraph  im¬ 
mediately  following  it,  were  not  in  the  first  publication 
of  this  paper  in  folio. 
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Tlie  Syrian  damsels  to  lament  his  fate, 

In  am’rons  ditties  all  a  summer's  day ; 

AVhile  smooth  Adonis  from  his  native  rock 
Han  purple  to  the  sea,  suppos’d  with  blood 
Of  Thammuz  yearly  wounded  :  the  love  tale 
Infected  Sion’s  daughters  with  like  heat, 

Whose  wanton  passions  in  the  sacred  porch 
Ezekiel  saw  ;  when,  by  the  vision  led, 

His  eyes  survey’d  the  dark  idolatries 
Of  alienated  Judah - 

The  reader  will  pardon  me  if  I  insert  as  a  note  on 
this  beautiful  passage,  the  account  given  us  by  the 
late  ingenious  Mr.  Maundrell  of  this  ancient  piece 
of  worship,  and  probably  the  first  occasion  of  such 
a  superstition.  ‘  We  came  to  a  fair  large  river 
doubtless  the  ancient  river  Adonis,  so  famous  for 
the  idolatrous  rites  performed  here  in  lamentation 
of  Adonis.  We  had  the  fortune  to  see  what  may 
be  supposed  to  be  the  occasion  of  that  opinion  which 
Lucian  relates  concerning  this  river,  viz.  That  this 
stream,  at  certain  seasons  of  the  year,  especially 
about  the  feast  of  Adonis,  is  of  a  bloody  colour  ; 
which  the  heathens  looked  upon  as  proceeding  from 
a  kind  of  sympathy  in  the  river  for  the  death  of 
Adonis,  who  was  killed  by  a  wild  boar  in  the  moun¬ 
tains,  out  of  which  this  stream  rises.  Something  like 
this  we  saw  actually  come  to  pass :  for  the  water 
was  stained  to  a  surprising  redness  ;  and,  as  we  ob¬ 
served  in  travelling,  had  discoloured  the  sea  a 
great  way  into  a  reddish  hue,  occasioned  doubtless 
by  a  sort  of  minium,  or  red  earth,  washed  into  the 
river  by  the  violence  of  the  rain,  and  not  by  any 
stain  from  Adonis’s  blood.’ 

The  passage  in  the  catalogue,  explaining  the  man¬ 
ner  how  spirits  transform  themselves  by  contraction 
or  enlargement  of  their  dimensions,  is  introduced 
with  great  judgment,  to  make  way  for  several  sur- 
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prising  accidents  in  the  sequel  of  the  poem.  There 
follows  one  at  the  very  end  of  the  first  book,  which 
is  what  the  French  critics  call  marvellous,  but  at  the 
same  time  probable  by  reason  of  the  passage  last 
mentioned.  As  soon  as  the  infernal  palace  is  finished, 
we  are  told  the  multitude  and  rabble  of  spirits  imme¬ 
diately  shrunk  themselves  into  a  small  compass,  that 
there  might  be  room  for  such  a  numberless  assembly 
in  this  capacious  hall.  But  it  is  the  poet’s  refine¬ 
ment  upon  this  thought  which  I  most  admire,  and 
which  is  indeed  very  noble  in  itself.  For  he  tells 
us,  that  notwithstanding  the  vulgar  among  the 
fallen  spirits  contracted  their  forms,  those  of  the 
first  rank  and  dignity  still  preserved  their  natural 
dimensions: 


Thus  incorporeal  spirits  to  smallest  forms 
K  educ’d  their  shapes  immense,  and  were  at  large, 
Though  without  number,  still  amidst  the  hall 
Of  that  infernal  court.  But  far  within, 

And  in  their  own  dimensions  like  themselves, 

The  great  seraphic  lords  and  cherubim 
In  close  recess  and  secret  conclave  sat, 

A  thousand  demi-gods  on  golden  seats, 

Frequent  and  full - 


The  character  of  Mammon,  and  the  description  of 
the  Pandaemonium,  are  full  of  beauties. 

There  are  several  other  strokes  in  the  first  book 
wonderfully  poetical,  and  instances  of  that  sublime 
genius  so  peculiar  to  the  author.  Such  is  the  de¬ 
scription  of  Azazel’s  stature,  and  the  infernal  stand¬ 
ard  which  he  unfurls;  as  also  of  that  ghastly  light 
by  which  the  fiends  appear  to  one  another  in  their 
place  of  torments : 

The  seat  of  desolation,  void  of  light, 

Save  what  the  glimm’ring  of  those  livid  flames 
Casts  pale  and  dreadful - 
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The  shout  of  the  whole  host  of  fallen  angels  when 
drawn  up  in  battle  array : 

- The  universal  host  up  sent 

A  shout  that  tore  hell’s  concave,  aud  beyond 
Frighted  the  reign  of  Chaos  and  old  Night. 

The  review,  which  the  leader  makes  of  his  infer¬ 
nal  army : 

- He  through  the  armed  files 

Darts  his  experienc  d  eye,  and  soon  traverse 
The  whole  battalion  views,  their  order  due. 

Their  visages  and  stature  as  of  gods, 

Their  number  last  he  sums;  and  now  his  heart 
Distends  with  pride,  and  hard’ning  in  his  strength 
Glories - 

The  flash  of  light  which  appeared  upon  the  draw¬ 
ing  of  their  swords  : 

He  spake  ;  and  to  confirm  his  words  out  flew 
Millions  of  flaming  swords,  drawn  from  the  thighs 
Of  mighty  cherubim  ;  the  sudden  blaze 
Far  round  illumin’d  hell. - 

The  sudden  production  of  the  Pandsemonium : 

Anon  out  of  the  earth  a  fabrick  huge 
Rose  like  an  exhalation,  with  the  sound 
Of  dulcet  symphonies  and  voices  sweet. 

The  artificial  illuminations  made  in  it  : 

- From  the  arch’d  roof 

Pendent  by  subtle  magic,  many  a  row 
Of  stairy  lamps  and  blazing  cressets,*  fed 
Mi  h  Naphtha  and  Asphaltus,  yielded  light 
As  from  a  sky.  - - - 

*  Cresset,  i.e.  a  blazing  lightseton  a  beacon, in  French, 
croissete,  because  beacons  formerly  had  crosses  on  their 
tops.  Johnson  . 
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There  are  also  several  noble  similes  and  allusions 
in  the  first  book  of  Paradise  Lost.  And  here  I  must 
observe,  that  when  Milton  alludes  either  to  things 
or  persons,  he  never  quits  his  simile  until  it  rises  to 
some  very  great  idea,  which  is  often  foreign  to  the 
occasion  that  gave  birth  to  it.  The  resemblance 
does  not,  perhaps,  last  above  a  line  or  two,  but  the 
poet  runs  on  with  the  hint  until  he  has  raised  out  of 
it  some  glorious  image  or  sentiment,  proper  to  in¬ 
flame  the  mind  of  the  reader,  and  to  give  it  that  sub¬ 
lime  kind  of  entertainment  which  is  suitable  to  the 
nature  of  an  heroic  poem.  Those  who  are  acquainted 
with  Homer’s  and  Virgil’s  way  of  writing,  cannot 
but  be  pleased  with  this  kind  of  structure  in  Milton’s 
similitudes.  I  am  the  more  particular  on  this  head, 
because  ignorant  readers,  who  have  formed  their 
taste  upon  the  quaint  similes  and  little  turns  of  wit, 
which  are  so  much  in  vogue  among  modern  poets, 
cannot  relish  these  beauties  which  are  of  a  much 
higher  nature,  and  are  therefore  apt  to  censure  Mil¬ 
ton’s  comparisons,  in  which  they  do  not  see  any  sur¬ 
prising  points  of  likeness.  Monsieur  Perrault  was  a 
man  of  this  vitiated  relish,  and  for  that  very  reason 
has  endeavoured  to  turn  into  ridicule  several  of  Ho¬ 
mer’s  similitudes,  which  he  calls  4  comparaisons  d 
longue  queue,’  4  long-tailed  comparisons.’  I  shall  con¬ 
clude  this  paper  on  the  first  book  of  Milton  with  the 
answer  which  Monsieur  Boileau  makes  to  Perrault 
on  this  occasion :  4  Comparisons,’  says  he,  4  in  odes 
and  epic  poems,  are  not  introduced  only  to  illustrate 
'and  embellish  the  discourse,  but  to  amuse  and  relax 
the  mind  of  the  reader,  by  frequently  disengaging 
him  from  too  painful  an  attention  to  the  principal 
subject,  and  by  leading  him  into  other  agreeable 
images.  Homer,  says  he,  excelled  in  this  particular, 
whose  comparisons  abound  with  such  images  of  na- 
y  2 
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ture  as  are  proper  to  relieve  and  diversify  his  sub¬ 
jects.  He  continually  instructs  the  reader,  and  makes 
him  take  notice,  even  in  objects  which  are  every  day 
before  his  eyes,  of  such  circumstances  as  he  should 
not  otherwise  have  observed.’  To  this  he  adds,  as  a 
maxim  universally  acknowledged,  ‘that  it  is  not  ne¬ 
cessary  in  poetry  for  the  points  of  the  comparison  to 
correspond  with  one  another  exactly,  but  that  a  ge¬ 
neral  resemblance  is  sufficient,  and  that  too  much 
nicety  in  this  particular  savours  of  the  rhetorician 
and  epigrammatist.’ 

In  short,  if  we  look  into  the  conduct  of  Homer, 
Virgil,  and  Milton,  as  the  great  fable  is  the  soul  of 
each  poem,  so  to  give  their  works  an  agreeable  va¬ 
riety,  their  episodes  are  so  many  short  fables,  and 
their  similes  so  many  short  episodes;  to  which  you 
may  add,  if  you  please,  that  their  metaphors  are  so 
many  short  similes.  If  the  reader  considers  the  com¬ 
parisons  in  the  first  book  of  Milton,  of  the  sun  in  an 
eclipse,  of  the  sleeping  leviathan,  of  the  bees  swarm¬ 
ing  about  their  hive,  of  the  fairy  dance,  in  the  view 
wherein  I  have  here  placed  them,  he  will  easily  dis¬ 
cover  the  great  beauties  that  are  in  each  of  those 
passages.  L. 
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Vulnus  alit  venis  et'ctsco  carpitur  igni. 

Virg.  iEn.  iv.  2. 

A  latent  fire  preys  on  his  feverish  veins. 

The  circumstances  of  my  correspondent,  'whose  let¬ 
ter  I  now  insert,  are  so  frequent,  that  I  cannot  want 
compassion  so  much  as  to  forbear  laying  it  before 
the  town.  There  is  something  so  mean  and  inhuman 
in  a  direct  Smithfield  bargain  for  children,  that  if 
this  lover  carries  his  point,  and  observes  the  rules  he 
pretends  to  follow,  I  do  not  only  wish  him  success, 
but  also  that  it  may  animate  others  to  follow  his 
example.  I  know  not  one  motive  relating  to  this  life 
which  could  produce  so  many  honourable  and  wor¬ 
thy  actions,  as  the  hopes  of  obtaining  a  woman  of 
merit.  There  would  ten  thousand  ways  of  industry 
and  honest  ambition  be  pursued  by  young  men,  who 
believed  that  the  persons  admired  had  value  enough 
for  their  passion,  to  attend  the  event  of  their  good 
fortune  in  all  their  applications,  in  order  to  make 
their  circumstances  fall  in  with  the  duties  they  owe 
to  themselves,  their  families,  and  their  country.  All 
these  relations  a  man  should  think  of  who  intends 
to  go  into  the  state  of  marriage,  and  expects  to 
make  it  a  state  of  pleasure  and  satisfaction, 

*  MR.  SPECTATOR, 

‘  I  have  for  some  years  indulged  a  passion 
for  a  young  lady  of  age  and  quality  suitable  to  my 
own,  but  very  much  superior  in  fortune.  It  is  the 
*  3 
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fashion  with  parents  (how  justly  I  leave  you  to  judge) 
to  make  all  regards  give  way  to  the  article  of  wealth. 
From  this  one  consideration  it  is,  that  I  have  con¬ 
cealed  the  ardent  love  I  have  for  her  ;  but  I  am  be¬ 
holden  to  the  force  of  my  love  for  many  advantages 
which  I  reaped  from  it  towards  the  better  conduct  of 
my  life.  A  certain  complacency  to  all  the  world,  a 
strong  desire  to  oblige  wherever  it  lay  in  my  power, 
and  a  circumspect  behaviour  in  all  my  words  and  ac¬ 
tions,  have  rendered  me  more  particularly  acceptable 
to  all  my  friends  and  acquaintance.  Love  has  had 
the  same  good  effect  upon  my  fortune,  and  I  have 
increased  in  riches,  in  proportion  to  my  advance¬ 
ment  in  those  arts  which  make  a  man  agreeable  and 
amiable.  There  is  a  certain  sympathy  which  will  tell 
my  mistress  from  these  circumstances,  that  it  is  I 
who  rvrit  this  for  her  reading,  if  you  will  please  to 
insert  it.  There  is  not  a  downright  enmity,  but  a 
great  coldness  between  our  parents;  so  that  if  either 
of  us  declared  any  kind  sentiments  for  each  other, 
her  friends  would  be  very  backward  to  lay  an  obliga¬ 
tion  upon  our  family,  and  mine  to  receive  it  from  hers. 
Under  these  delicate  circumstances  it  is  no  easy  mat¬ 
ter  to  act  with  safety.  1  have  no  reason  to  fancy  my 
mistress  has  any  regard  for  me,  but  from  a  very  dis¬ 
interested  value  which  I  have  for  her.  If  from  any 
hint  in  any  future  paper  of  yours  she  gives  me  the 
least  encouragement,  I  doubt  not  but  I  shall  sur¬ 
mount  all  other  difficulties ;  and  inspired  by  so  noble 
a  motive  for  the  care  of  my  fortune,  as  the  belief  she 
is  to  be  concerned  in  it,  I  will  not  despair  of  receiv¬ 
ing  her  one  day  from  her  father’s  own  hand. 

‘  I  am,  sir, 

‘  Your  most  obedient 

‘  humble  servant.’ 

‘  CLYfAKDEB.’ 
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‘  TO  HIS  WORSHIP  THE  SPECTATOR. 

‘  The  humble  petition  of  Anthony  Title-page,  sta¬ 
tioner,  in  the  centre  of  Lincoln's -inn-fields, 

/  ■’ 

‘  SHEWETH, 

‘  That  your  petitioner,  and  his  forefathers, 
have  been  sellers  of  books  for  time  immemorial :  that 
your  petitioner’s  ancestor,  Crouch-back  Title-page, 
was  the  first  of  that  vocation  in  Britain ;  who  keeping 
his  station  (in  fair  weather)  at  the  corner  of  Loth- 
bury,  was,  by  way  of  eminency,  called  “  The  Sta¬ 
tioner,”  a  name  which  from  him  all  succeeding  book¬ 
sellers  have  affected  to  bear .  that  the  station  of  your 
petitioner  and  his  father  has  been  in  the  place  of  his 
present  settlement  ever  since  that  square  has  been 
built :  that  your  petitioner  has  formerly  had  the  ho¬ 
nour  of  your  worship’s  custom,  and  hopes  you  never 
had  reason  to  complain  of  your  penny-worths  :  that 
particularly  he  sold  you  your  first  Lilly’s  Grammar, 
and  at  the  same  time  a  Wit’s  Commonwealth,  almost 
as  good  as  new :  moreover,  that  your  first  rudimental 
essays  in  spectatorsliip  were  made  in  your  petition¬ 
er’s  shop,  where  you  often  practised  for  hours  toge¬ 
ther,  sometimes  on  the  little  hieroglyphics  either 
gilt,  silvered,  or  plain,  which  the  Egyptian  woman 
on  the  other  side  of  the  shop  had  wrought  in  ginger¬ 
bread,  and  sometimes  on  the  English  youths  who  in 
sundry  places  there  were  exercising  themselves  in 
the  traditional  sports  of  the  field. 

‘  From  these  considerations  it  is,  that  your  peti¬ 
tioner  is  encouraged  to  apply  himself  to  you,  and  to 
proceed  humbly  to  acquaint  your  worship,  that  he 
has  certain  intelligence  that  you  receive  great  num¬ 
bers  of  defamatory  letters  designed  by  their  authors 
to  be  published,  which  you  throw  aside  and  totally 
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neglect :  Your  petitioner  therefore  prays,  that  you 
will  please  to  bestow  .on  him  those  refuse  letters,  and 
he  hopes  by  printing  them  to  get  a  more  plentiful 
provision  for  his  family  ;  or,  at  the  worst,  he  may 
be  allowed  to  sell  them  by  the  pound  weight  to 
his  good  customers  the  pastry-cooks  of  London  and 
Westminster. 

‘  And  your  petitioner  shall  ever  pray,  &c.’ 


i 

‘  TO  THE  SPECTATOR. 


‘  The  humble  petition  of  Bartholomew  Ladylove, 
of  Round-court,  in  the  parish  of  St.  Martin’s  in 
the  Fields,  in  behalf  of  himself  and  neighbours, 

‘  SHEWETH, 

‘  That  your  petitioners  have,  with  great  in¬ 
dustry  and  application,  arrived  at  the  most  exact 
art  of  invitation  or  entreaty  :  that  by  a  beseeching 
air  and  persuasive  address,  they  have  for  many  years 
last  past  peaceably  drawn  in  every  tenth  passenger, 
whether  they  intended  or  not  to  call  at  their  shops, 
to  come  in  and  buy  ;  and  from  that  softness  of  be¬ 
haviour  have  arrived  among  tradesmen  at  the  gentle 
appellation  of  “  The  Fawners.” 

‘  That  there  have  of  late  set  up  amongst  us  certain 
persons  from  Monmouth-street  and  Long-lane,  who 
by  the  strength  of  their  arms,  and  loudness  of  their 
throats,  draw  off  the  regard  of  all  passengers  from 
your  said  petitioners ;  from  which  violence  they  are 
distinguished  by  the  name  of  “  The  Worriers.” 

‘  That  while  your  petitioners  stand  ready  to  re¬ 
ceive  passengers  with  a  submissive  bow,  and  repeat 
with  a  gentle  voice,  “  Ladies,  what  do  you  want  ? 
pray  look  in  here  the  worriers  reach  out  then- 
hands  at  pistol-shot,  and  seize  the  customers  at 
arms-length. 
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‘  That  while  the  fawners  strain  and  relax  the  mus¬ 
cles  of  their  faces,  in  making  a  distinction  between 
a  spinster  in  a  coloured  scarf  and  an  handmaid  in  a 
straw  hat,  the  worriers  use  the  same  roughness  to 
both,  and  prevail  upon  the  easiness  of  the  passen¬ 
gers,  to  the  impoverishment  of  your  petitioners. 

‘  Your  petitioners  therefore  most  humbly  pray, 
that  the  worriers  may  not  be  permitted  to  inhabit 
the  politer  parts  of  the  town  ;  and  that  Round-court 
may  remain  a  receptacle  for  buyers  of  a  more  Soft 
education. 


‘  And  your  petitioners,  &c.’ 

The  petition  of  the  New-exchange,  concern¬ 
ing  the  arts  of  buying  and  selling,  and  particularly 
valuing  goods,  by  the  complexion  of  the  seller,  will 
be  considered  on  another  occasion.  T. 
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Non  tali  auxilio,  nec  defensoribus  istis 
Tempus  eget - 


Virg.  TEn.  ii.  521. 


These  times  want  other  aids. 

Dryden. 


Our  late  news-papers  being  full  of  the  project  now 
on  foot  in  the  court  of  France,  for  establishing  a  po¬ 
litical  academy,  and  I  myself  having  received  letters 
from  several  virtuosos  among  my  foreign  correspond¬ 
ents,  which  give  some  light  into  that  affair,  I  intend 
to  make  it  the  subject  of  this  day’s  speculation.  A 
general  account  of  this  project  may  be  met  with 
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in  the  Daily  Courant  of  last  Friday,  in  the  following 
words,  translated  from  the  Gazette  of  Amsterdam  : 

Paris,  February  12.  ‘It  is  confirmed,  that  the 
king  has  resolved  to  establish  anew  academy  for  po¬ 
litics,  of  which  the  Marquis  de  Torcy,  minister  and 
secretary  of  state,  is  to  be  protector.  Six  academi¬ 
cians  are  to  be  chosen,  endowed  with  proper  talents, 
for  beginning  to  form  this  academy,  into  which  no 
person  is  to  be  admitted  under  twenty-five  years  of 
age  ;  they  must  likewise  have  each  an  estate  of  two 
thousand  livres  a  year,  either  in  possession,  or  to 
come  to  them  by  inheritance.  The  king  will  allow 
to  each  a  pension  of  a  thousand  livres.  They  are 
likewise  to  have  able  masters  to  teach  them  the  ne¬ 
cessary  sciences,  and  to  instruct  them  in  all  the 
treaties  of  peace,  alliance,  and  others,  which  have 
been  made  in  several  ages  past.  These  members  are 
to  meet  twice  a  week  at  the  Louvre.  From  this  semi¬ 
nary  are  to  be  chosen  secretaries  to  embassies,  who 
by  degrees  may  advance  to  higher  employments.’ 

Cardinal  Richelieu’s  politics  made  France  the  ter¬ 
ror  of  Europe.  The  statesmen  who  have  appeared 
in  that  nation  of  late  years  have,  on  the  contrary, 
rendered  it  either  the  pity  or  contempt  of  its  neigh¬ 
bours.  The  cardinal  erected  that  famous  academy 
which  has  carried  all  the  parts  of  polite  learning  to 
the  greatest  height.  His  chief  design  in  that  insti¬ 
tution  was  to  divert  the  men  of  genius  from  meddling 
with  politics,  a  province  in  which  he  did  not  care  to 
have  any  one  else  interfere  with  him.  On  the  con¬ 
trary,  the  Marquis  de  Torcy  seems  resolved  to  make 
several  young  men  in  France  as  wise  as  himself, 
and  is  therefore  taken  up  at  present  in  establishing 
a  nursery  of  statesmen. 

Some  private  letters  add,  that  there  will  also  be 
erected  a  seminary  of  petticoat  politicians,  who  are 
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to  be  brought  up  at  $he  feet  of  Madame  de  Main- 
tenon,  and  to  be  dispatched  into  foreign  courts  upon 
any  emergencies  of  state  :  but  as  the  news  of  this 
last  project  has  not  been  yet  confirmed,  I  shall 
take  no  further  notice  of  it. 

Several  of  my  readers  may  doubtless  remember 
that  upon  the  conclusion  of  the  last  war,  which  had 
been  carried  on  so  successfully  by  the  enemy,  their 
generals  were  many  of  them  transformed  into  am¬ 
bassadors  ;  but  the  conduct  of  those  who  have  com¬ 
manded  in  the  present  war,  has,  it  seems,  brought 
so  little  honour  and  advantage  to  their  great  mon¬ 
arch,  that  he  is  resolved  to  trust  his  affairs  no 
longer  in  the  hands  of  those  military  gentlemen. 

The  regulations  of  this  new  academy  very  much 
deserve  our  attention.  The  students  are  to  have  in 
possession,  or  reversion,  an  estate  of  two  thousand 
French  livres  per  annum,  which,  as  the  present  ex¬ 
change  runs,  will  amount  to  at  least  one  hundred 
and  twenty-six  pounds  English.  This,  with  the  royal 
allowance  of  a  thousand  livres,  will  enable  them  to 
find  themselves  in  coffee  and  snuff;  not  to  mention 
newspapers,  pens  and  ink,  wax  and  wafers,  with  the 
like  necessaries  for  politicians. 

A  man  must  be  at  least  five  and  twenty  before  he 
can  be  initiated  into  the  mysteries  of  this  academy, 
though  there  is  no  question  but  many  grave  persons 
of  a  much  more  advanced  age,  who  have  been  con¬ 
stant  readers  of  the  Paris  Gazette,  will  be  glad  to 
begin  the  world  anew,  and  enter  themselves  upon 
this  list  of  politicians. 

The  society  of  these  hopeful  young  gentlemen  is 
to  be  under  the  direction  of  six  professors,  who,  it 
seems,  are  to  be  speculative  statesmen,  and  drawn 
out  of  the  body  of  the  royal  academy.  These  six 
wise  masters,  according  to  my  private  letters,  are  to 
have  the  following  parts  allotted  to  them. 
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The  first  is  to  instruct  the  students  in  state  leger¬ 
demain  ;  as  how  to  take  off  the  impression  of  a  seal, 
to  split  a  wafer,  to  open  a  letter,  to  fold  it  up  again, 
with  other  the  like  ingenious  feats  of  dexterity  and 
art.  When  the  students  have  accomplished  them¬ 
selves  in  this  part  of  their  profession,  they  are  to  be 
delivered  into  the  hands  of  their  second  instructor, 
who  is  a  kind  of  posture-master. 

This  artist  is  to  teach  them  how  to  nod  judicious¬ 
ly,  to  shrug  up  their  shoulders  in  a  dubious  case, 
to  connive  with  either  eye,  and,  in  a  word,  the 
whole  practice  of  political  grimace. 

The  third  is  a  sort  of  language-master,  who  is  to 
instruct  them  in  the  style  proper  for  a  minister  in 
his  ordinary  discourse.  And  to  the  end  that  this 
college  of  statesmen  may  be  thoroughly  practised  in 
the  political  style,  they  are  to  make  use  of  it  in  their 
common  conversations,  before  they  are  employed 
either  in  foreign  or  domestic  affairs.  If  one  of  them 
asks  another  what  o’clock  it  is,  the  other  is  to  an¬ 
swer  him  indirectly,  and,  if  possible,  to  turn  off  the 
question.  If  he  is  desired  to  change  a  louis  d’or, 
he  must  beg  time  to  consider  of  it.  If  it  be  inquired 
of  him  whether  the  king  is  at  Versailles  or  Marly, 
he  must  answer  in  a  whisper.  If  he  be  asked  the 
news  of  the  last  Gazette,  or  the  subject  of  a  procla¬ 
mation,  he  is  to  reply,  that  he  has  not  yet  read  it ; 
or  if  he  does  not  care  for  explaining  himself  so  far, 
he  needs  only  draw  his  brow  up  in  wrinkles,  or  ele¬ 
vate  the  left  shoulder. 

The  fourth  professor  is  to  teach  the  whole  art  of 
political  characters  and  hieroglyphics ;  and  to  the 
end  that  they  may  be  perfect  also  in  this  practice, 
they  are  not  to  send  a  note  to  one  another  (though 
it  be  but  to  borrow  a  Tacitus  or  a  Machiavel)  which 
is  not  written  in  cypher. 

Their  fifth  professor,  it  is  thought,  will  be  chosen 
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out  of  the  society  of  Jesuits,  and  is  to  be  well  read 
in  the  controversie's  of  probable  doctrines,  mental  re¬ 
servation,  and  the  rights  of  princes.  This  learned 
man  is  to  instruct  them  in  the  grammar  syntax,  and 
construing  part  of  Treaty  Latin ;  how  to  distinguish 
between  the  spirit  and  the  letter,  and  likewise  de¬ 
monstrate  how  the  same  form  of  words  may  lay  an 
obligation  upon  any  prince  in  Europe,  different  from 
that  which  it  lays  upon  his  most  Christian  majesty. 
He  is  likewise  to  teach  them  the  art  of  finding  flaws, 
loop-holes,  and  evasions,  in  the  most  solemn  com¬ 
pacts,  and  particularly  a  great  rabbinical  secret, 
revived  of  late  years  by  the  fraternity  of  Jesuits, 
namely,  that  contradictory  interpretations  of  the 
same  article  may  both  of  them  be  true  and  valid. 

When  our  statesmen  are  sufficiently  improved  by 
these  several  instructors,  they  are  to  receive  their 
last  polishing  from  one  who  is  to  act  among  them 
as  master  of  the  ceremonies.  This  gentleman  is  to 
give  them  lectures  upon  the  important  points  of  the 
elbow-chair  and  the  stair-head,  to  instruct  them  .in 
the  different  situations  of  the  right  hand,  and  to  fur¬ 
nish  them  with  bows  and  inclinations  of  all  sizes, 
measures,  and  proportions.  In  short,  this  professor 
is  to  give  the  society  their  stiffening,  and  infuse  into 
their  manners  that  beautiful  political  starch,  which 
may  qualify  them  for  levees,  conferences,  visits,  and 
make  them  shine  in  what  vulgar  minds  are  apt  to 
look  upon  as  trifles. 

I  have  not  yet  heard  any  further  particulars, 
which  are  to  be  observed  in  this  society  of  unfledged 
statesmen  :  but  I  must  confess,  had  I  a  son  of  five 
and  twenty,  that  should  take  it  into  his  head  at  that 
age  to  set  up  for  a  politician,  I  think  I  should  go 
near  to  disinherit  him  for  a  blockhead.  Besides,  I 
should  be  apprehensive  lest  the  same  arts  which  are 
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to  enable  him  to  negotiate  between  potentates, 
might  a  little  infect  his  ordinary  behaviour  between 
man  and  man.  There  is  no  question  but  these 
young  Machiavels  will  in  a  little  time  turn  their 
college  upside  down  with  plots  and  stratagems,  and 
lay  as  many  schemes  to  circumvent  one  another  in 
a  frog  or  a  salad,  as  they  may  hereafter  put  in 
practice  to  over-reach  a  neighbouring  prince  or 
state. 

We  are  told  that  the  Spartans,  though  they  pu¬ 
nished  theft  in  the  young  men  when  it  was  disco¬ 
vered,  looked  upon  it  as  honourable  if  it  succeeded. 
Provided  the  conveyance  was  clean  and  unsuspected, 
a  youth  might  afterwards  boast  of  it.  This,  say 
the  historians,  was  to  keep  them  sharp,  and  to  hin¬ 
der  them  from  being  imposed  upon,  either  in  their 
public  or  private  negotiations.  Whether  any  such 
relaxations  of  morality,  such  little  jeu.v  d'esprit, 
ought  not  to  be  allowed  in  this  intended  seminary 
of  politicians,  I  shall  leave  to  the  wisdom  of  their 
founder. 

In  the  meantime  we  have  fair  warning  given  us 
by  this  doughty  body  of  statesmen:  and  as  Sylla  saw 
many  Marius’s  in  Ceesar,  so  I  think  we  may  discover 
many  Torcy’s  in  this  college  of  academicians.  What¬ 
ever  we  think  of  ourselves,  I  am  Afraid  neither  our 
Smyrna  nor  St.  James’s  will  be  a  match  for  it.  Our 
coffee-houses  are,  indeed,  very  good  institutions ; 
but  whether  or  no  these  our  British  schools  of  poli¬ 
tics  may  furnish  out  as  able  envoys  and  secretaries 
as  an  academy  that  is  set  apart  for  that  purpose, 
will  deserve  our  serious  consideration,  especially  if 
we  remember  that  our  country  is  more  famous  for 
producing  men  of  integrity  than  statesmen:  and  that, 
on  the  contrary,  French  truth  and  British  policy 
make  a  conspicuous  figure  in  nothing  :  as  the  Earl  of 
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Rochester  has  very  well  observed  in  his  admirable 
poem  upon  that  barren  subject. 
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Imputct  1- 


Quee  forma,  t it  se  libi  semper 


Juv.  Sat.  vi.  177. 


Wliat  beauty,  or  what  chastity,  can  bear 
So  great  a  price,  if  stately  and  severe 
She  soil  insults? 

Dryden. 


1  M  R.  SPECTATOR, 

‘  I  write  this  to  communicate  to  you  a  misfortune 
which  frequently  happens,  and  therefore  deserves  a 
consolatory  discourse  on  the  subject..  I  was  within 
this  half  year  in  the  possession  of  as  much  beauty 
and  as  many  lovers  as  any  young  lady  in  England. 
But  my  admirers  have  left  me,  and  I  cannot  com¬ 
plain  of  their  behaviour.  I  have  within  that  time 
had  the  small-pox :  and  this  face,  which  (according 
to  many  amorous  epistles  which  I  have  by  me)  was 
the  seat  of  all  that  is  beautiful  in  woman,  is  now 
disfigured  with  scars.  It  goes  to  the  very  soul  of 
me  to  speak  what  I  really  think  of  my  face ;  and 
though  I  think  I  did  not  over-rate  my  beauty  while 
I  had  it,  it  has  extremely  advanced  in  its  value  with 
me,  now  it  is  lost.  There  is  one  circumstance  which 
makes  my  case  very  particular;  the  ugliest  fellow 
that  ever  pretended  to  me,  was  and  is  most  in  my 
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,favour,  and  he  treats  me  at  present  the  most  unrea¬ 
sonably.  If  you  could  make  him  return  an  obliga- 
ion  which  he  owes  me,  in  liking  a  person  that  is  not 
amiable — But  there  is,  I  fear,  no  possibility  of  making 
passion  move  by  the  rules  of  reason  and  gratitude. 
But  say  what  you  can  to  one  who  has  survived  her¬ 
self,  and  knows  not  how  to  act  in  a  new  being.  My 
lovers  are  at  the  feet  of  my  rivals,  my  rivals  are  every 
day  bewailing  me,  and  I  cannot  enjoy  what  I  am,  by 
reason  of  the  distracting  reflection  upon  what  I  was. 
Consider  the  woman  I  was  did  not  die  of  old  age, 
but  I  was  taken  off  in  the  prime  of  youth,  and  ac¬ 
cording  to  the  course  of  nature  may  have  forty  years 
after-life  to  come.  I  have  nothing  of  myself  left, 
which  I  like,  but  that 

‘  I  am,  sir, 

‘  Your  most  humble  servant, 

‘  PARTIIENISSA.’ 


When  Lewis  of  France  had  lost  the  battle  of  Ra- 
milies,  the  addresses  to  him  at  that  time  were  full  of 
his  fortitude,  and  they  turned  his  misfortune  to  his 
glory;  in  that,  during  his  prosperity,  he  could  never 
have  manifested  his  heroic  constancy  under  dis¬ 
tresses,  and  so  the  world  had  lost  the  most  eminent 
part  of  his  character.  Parthenissa’s  condition  gives 
her  the  same  opportunity ;  and  to  resign  conquests 
is  a  task  as  difficult  in  a  beauty  as  an  hero.  In  the 
very  entrance  upon  this  work  she  must  burn  all  her 
love-letters  ;  or  since  she  is  so  candid  as  not  to  call 
her  lovers,  who  follow  her  no  longer,  unfaithful,  it 
would  be  a  very  good  beginning  of  a  new  life  from 
that  of  a  beauty,  to  send  them  back  to  those  who 
writ  them,  with  this  honest  inscription,  ‘  Articles  of 
a  marriage  treaty  broken  off  by  the  small-pox.’  I 
have  known  but  one  instance  where  a  matter  of  this 
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kind  went  on  after  a  like  misfortune,  where  the  lady, 
who  was  a  woman  of  spirit,  writ  this  billet  to  her 
lover : 

‘  SIR, 

‘  If  you  flattered  me  before  I  had  this  terrible 
malady,  pray  come  and  see  me  now:  but,  if  you  sin¬ 
cerely  liked  me,  stay  away,  for  I  am  not  the  same 

‘  CORINNA.’ 

The  lover  thought  there  was  something  so  sprightly 
in  her  behaviour,  that  he  answered : 

‘.MADAM, 

‘  I  am  not  obliged,  since  you  are  not  the 
same  woman,  to  let  you  knowwhether  I  flattered  you 
or  not ;  but  I  assure  you  I  do  not,  when  I  tell  you  I 
now  like  you  above  all  your  sex,  and  hope  you  will 
bear  what  may  befal  me  when  we  are  both  one,  as 
well  as  you  do  what  happens  to  yourself  now  you  are 
single ;  therefore  I  am  ready  to  take  such  a  spirit  for 
my  companion  as  soon  as  you  please. 

‘  AMILCAR.’ 

If  Parthenissa  can  now  possess  her  own  mind, 
and  think  as  little  of  her  beauty  as  she  ought  to  have 
done  when  she  had  it,  there  will  be  no  great  dimi¬ 
nution  of  her  charms  ;  and  if  she  was  formerly  af¬ 
fected  too  much  with  them,  an  easy  behaviour  will 
more  than  make  up  for  the  loss  of  them.  Take  the 
whole  sex  together,  and  you  find  those  who  have  the 
strongest  possession  of  men’s  hearts  are  not  eminent 
for  their  beauty.  You  see  it  often  happen  that  those 
who  engage  men  to  the  greatest  violence,  are  such 
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as  those  who  arc  strangers  to  them  would  take  to  be 
remarkably  defective  for  that  end.  The  fondest 
lover  I  know,  said  to  me  one  day  in  a  crowd  of  wo¬ 
men  at  an  entertainment  of  music, 1  You  have  often 
heard  me  talk  of  mv  beloved  ;  that  women  there," 
continued  he,  smiling,  when  he  had  fixed  my  eye, 
‘  is  her  very  picture.’  The  lady  he  shewed  me  was 
by  much  the  least  remarkable  for  beauty  of  any  in 
the  wdiole  assembly;  but  having  my  curiosity  ex¬ 
tremely  raised,  I  could  not  keep  my  eyes  off  her. 
Her  eyes  at  last  met  mine,  and  with  a  sudden  sur¬ 
prise  she  looked  round  her  to  see  who  near  her  was 
remarkably  handsome  that  I  was  gazing  at.  This 
little  act  explained  the  secret.  She  did  not  under¬ 
stand  herself  for  the  object  of  love,  and  therefore  she 
was  so.  The  lover  is  a  very  honest  plain  man  ;  and 
what  charmed  him  was  a  person  that  goes  along  with 
him  in  the  cares  and  joys  of  life,  not  taken  up  with 
herself,  but  sincerely  attentive,  with  a  ready  and 
cheerful  mind,  to  accompany  him  in  either. 

I  can  tell  Parthenissa  for  her  comfort,  that  the 
beauties,  generally  speaking,  are  the  most  imper¬ 
tinent  and  disagreeable  of  women.  An  apparent 
desire  of  admiration,  a  reflection  upon  their  own 
merit,  and  a  precise  behaviour  in  their  general  con¬ 
duct,  are  almost  inseparable  accidents  in  beauties. 
All  you  obtain  of  them,  is  granted  to  importunity 
and  solicitation  for  what  did  not  deserve  so  much  of 
your  time,  and  you  recover  from  the  possession  of  it, 
as  out  of  a  dream. 

You  are  ashamed  of  the  vagaries  of  fancy  which 
so  strangely  misled  you,  and  your  admiration  of  a 
beauty,  merely  as  such,  is  inconsistent  with  a  to¬ 
lerable  reflection  upon  yourself.  The  cheerful  good- 
humoured  creatures,  into  whose  heads  it  never  en¬ 
tered  that  they  could  make  any  man  unhappy,  are 
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the  persons  formed  for  making  men  happy.  There 
is  Miss  Liddy  can  dance  a  jig,  raise  paste,  write  a 
good  hand,  keep  an  account,  give  a  reasonable  an¬ 
swer,  and  do  as  she  is  bid  ;  while  her  eldest  sister, 
Madam  Martha,  is  out  of  humour,  has  the  spleen, 
learns  by  reports  of  people  of  higher  quality  new 
ways  of  being  uneasy  and  displeased.  And  this 
happens  for  no  reason  in  the  world,  but  that  poor 
Liddy  knows  she  has  no  such  thing  as  a  certain 
negligence  that  is  so  becoming ;  that  there  is  not  I 
know  not  what  in  her  air ;  and  that  if  she  talks  like  a 
fool,  there  is  no  one  will  say,  ‘  Well !  I  know  not  what 
it  is,  but  every  thing  pleases  when  she  speaks  it/ 

Ask  any  of  the  husbands  of  your  great  beauties, 
and  they  will  tell  you  that  they  hate  their  wives  nine 
hours  of  every  day  they  pass  together.  There  is 
such  a  particularity  for  ever  affected  by  them,  that 
they  are  encumbered  with  their  charms  in  all  they 
say  or  do.  They  pray  at  public  devotions  as  they 
are  beauties.  They  converse  on  ordinary  occasions 
as  they  are  beauties.  Ask  Belinda  what  it  is  o’clock, 
and  she  is  at  a  stand  whether  so  great  a  beauty 
should  answer  you.  In  a  word,  I  think,  instead  of 
offering  to  administer  consolation  to  Parthenissa,  I 
should  congratulate  her  metamorphosis;  and  howe¬ 
ver  she  thinks  she  was  not  the  least  insolent  in  the 
prospei'ity  of  her  charms,  she  was  enough  so  to  find 
she  may  make  herself  a  much  more  agreeable  crea¬ 
ture  in  her  present  adversity.  The  endeavour  to 
please  is  highly  promoted  by  a  consciousness  that 
the  approbation  of  the  person  you  would  be  agreea¬ 
ble  to,  is  a  favour  you  do  not  deserve  ;  for  in  this 
case  assurance  of  success  is  the  most  certain  way 
to  disappointment.  Good-nature  will  always  sup¬ 
ply  the  absence  of  beauty,  but  beauty  cannot  long 
supply  the  absence  of  good-nature. 
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POSTSCRIPT. 

‘  MADAM,  <  February  IS. 

‘  I  have  yours  of  this  day,  wherein  you 
twice  bid  me  not  disoblige  you,  but  you  must  explain 
yourself  farther,  before  I  know  what  to  do. 

‘  Your  most  obedient  servant, 

T.  ‘  THE  SPECTATOR.’ 


N°  307.  THURSDAY,  FEBRUARY  21,  1711-12. 


- - Versate  diu,  quid  ferre  recusent, 

Quid  valeant  humeri - 

Hor.  Ars  Poet.  ver.  39. 

- Often  try  what  weight  you  can  support. 

And  what  your  shoulders  are  too  weak  to  bear. 

Koscommon. 

I  am  so  well  pleased  with  the  following  letter,  that 
1  am  in  hopes  it  will  not  be  a  disagreeable  present 
to  the  public. 

1  SIR, 

‘  Though  I  believe  none  of  your  readers 
more  admire  your  agreeaHe  manner  of  working  up 
trifles  than  myself,  yet  as  your  speculations  are  now 
swelling  into  volumes,  and  will  in  all  probability  pass 
down  to  future  axes,  methinks  I  would  have  no  sin- 
gle  subject  in  them,  wherein  the  general  good  of 
mankind  is  concerned,  left  unfinished. 

‘  I  have  along  time  expected  with  great  impatience 
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that  you  would  enlarge  upon  the  ordinary  mistakes 
which  are  committed  in  the  education  of  our  chil¬ 
dren.  I  the  more  easily  flattered  myself  that  you 
would  one  time  or  other  resume  this  consideration, 
because  you  tell  us  that  your  168th  paper  was  only 
composed  of  a  few  broken  hints  ;  but  finding  myself 
hitherto  disappointed,  I  have  ventured  to  send  you 
my  own  thoughts  on  this  subject. 

‘  I  remember  Pericles,  in  his  famous  oration  at 
the  funeral  of  those  Athenian  young  men  who  pe¬ 
rished  in  the  Samian  expedition,  has  a  thought  very 
much  celebrated  by  several  ancient  critics,  namely, 
that  the  loss  which  the  commonwealth  suffered  by 
the  destruction  of  its  youth,  was  like  the  loss  which 
the  year  would  suffer  by  the  destruction  of  the 
spring.  The  prejudice  which  the  public  sustains  from 
a  wrong  education  of  children,  is  an  evil  of  the  same 
nature,  as  it  in  a  manner  starves  posterity,  and  de¬ 
frauds  our  country  of  those  persons,  who,  with  due 
care,  might  make  an  eminent  figure  in  their  respec¬ 
tive  posts  of  life. 

*  1  have  seen  a  book  written  by  Juan  Huartes,  a 
Spanish  physician,  entitled  Examen  de  Ingenios, 
wherein  he  lays  it  down  as  one  of  his  first  positions, 
that  nothing  but  nature  can  qualify  a  man  for  learn¬ 
ing  ;  and  that  without  a  proper  temperament  for  the 
particular  art  or  science  which  he  studies,  his  utmost 
pains  and  application,  assisted  by  the  ablest  mas¬ 
ters,  will  be  to  no  purpose. 

‘  He  illustrates  this  by  the  example  of  Tully’s  son 
Marcus. 

‘  Cicero,  in  order  to  accomplish  his  son  in  that 
sort  of  learning  which  he  designed  him  for,  sent  him 
to  Athens,  the  most  celebrated  academy  at  that  time 
in  the  world,  and  where  a  vast  concourse,  out  of  the 
most  polite  nations,  could  not  but  furnish  the  young 
gentleman  with  a  multitude  of  great  examples  and 
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accidents  that  might  insensibly  have  instructed  him 
in  his  designed  studies.  He  placed  him  under  the 
care  of  Cratippus,  who  was  one  of  the  greatest  phi¬ 
losophers  of  the  age,  and  as  if  all  the  books  which 
were  at  that  time  written  had  not  been  sufficient  for 
his  use,  he  composed  others  on  purpose  for  him  : 
notwithstanding  all  this,  history  informs  us  that 
Marcus  proved  a  mere  blockhead,  and  that  nature 
(who  it  seems  was  even  with  the  son  for  her  prodi¬ 
gality  to  the  father)  rendered  him  incapable  of  im¬ 
proving  by  all  the  rules  of  eloquence,  the  precepts 
of  philosophy,  his  own  endeavours,  and  the  most 
refined  conversation  in  Athens.  This  author  there¬ 
fore  proposes,  that  there  should  be  certain  triers 
or  examiners  appointed  by  the  state,  to  inspect  the 
genius  of  every  particular  boy,  and  to  allot  him  the 
part  that  is  most  suitable  to  his  natural  talents. 

‘  Plato  in  one  of  his  dialogues  tells  us  that  So¬ 
crates,  who  was  the  son  of  a  midwife,  used  to  say, 
that  as  his  mother,  though  she  was  very  skilful  in 
her  profession,  could  not  deliver  a  woman  unless 
she  was  first  with  child,  so  neither  could  he  himself 
raise  knowledge  out  of  a  mind,  where  nature  had 
not  planted  it. 

‘  Accordingly,  the  method  this  philosopher  took, 
of  instructing  his  scholars  by  several  interrogatories 
or  questions,  was  only  helping  the  birth,  and  bring¬ 
ing  their  own  thoughts  to  light. 

‘  The  Spanish  doctor  abovementioned,  as  his 
speculations  grew  more  refined,  asserts  that  every 
kind  of  wit  has  a  particular  science  corresponding  to 
it,  and  in  which  alone  it  can  be  truly  excellent.  As 
to  those  geniuses,  which  may  seem  to  have  an  equal 
aptitude  for  several  things,  he  regards  them  as  so 
many  unfinished  pieces  of  nature  wrought  off  in 
haste. 

4  There  are  indeed  but  very  few  to  whom  nature 
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has  been  so  unkind,  that  they  are  not  capable  of 
shining  in  some  science  or  other.  There  is  a  cer¬ 
tain  bias  towards  knowledge  in  every  mind,  which 
may  be  strengthened  and  improved  by  proper  ap¬ 
plications. 

‘  The  story  of  Clavius*  is  very  well  known.  He 
was  entered  in  a  college  of  Jesuits,  and  after  having 
been  tried  at  several  parts  of  learning,  was  upon  the 
point  of  being  dismissed  as  an  hopeless  blockhead, 
until  one  of  the  fathers  took  it  into  his  head  to 
make  an  essay  of  .his  parts  in  geometry,  which,  it 
seems,  hit  his  genius  so  luckily,  that  he  afterwards 
became  one  of  the  greatest  mathematicians  of  the 
age.  It  is  commonly  thought  that  the  sagacity  of 
these  fathers,  in  discovering  the  talent  of  a  young 
student,  has  not  a  little  contributed  to  the  figure 
which  their  order  has  made  in  the  world. 

*  How  different  from  this  manner  of  education  is 
that  which  prevails  in  our  own  country  !  where  no¬ 
thing  is  more  usual  than  to  see  forty  or  fifty  boys 
of  several  ages,  tempers,  and  inclinations,  ranged  to¬ 
gether  in  the  same  class,  employed  upon  the  same 
authors,  and  enjoined  the  same  tasks  !  Whatever 
their  natural  genius  may  be,  they  are  all  to  *be  made 
poets,  historians,  and  orators  alike.  They  are  all 
obliged  to  have  the  same  capacity,  to  bring  in  the 
same  tale  of  verse,  and  to  furnish  out  the  same 
portion  of  prose.  Every  boy  is  bound  to  have  as 
good  a  memory  as  the  captain  of  the  form.  To  be 
brief,  instead  of  adapting  studies  to  the  particular 
genius  of  a  youth,  we  expect  from  the  young  man, 
that  he  should  adapt  his  genius  to  his  studies.  This, 
I  must  confess,  is  not  so  much  to  be  imputed  to  the 


*  Christopher  Clavius,  a  geometrician  and  astronomer, 
author  of  five  volumes  in  folio,  who  died  at  Kome  in  1612, 
aged  75. 
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instructor,  as  to  the  parent,  who  will  never  be 
brought  to  believe,  that  his  son  is  not  capable  of 
performing  as  much  as  his  neighbour’s,  and  that  he 
may  not  make  him  whatever  he  has  a  mind  to. 

£  If  the  present  age  is  more  laudable  than  those 
which  have  gone  before  it  in  any  single  particular, 
it  is  in  that  generous  care  which  several  well-dis¬ 
posed  persons  have  taken  in  the  education  of  poor 
children :  and  as  in  these  charity  schools  there  is  no 
place  left  for  the  overweening  fondness  of  a  parent, 
the  directors  of  them  would  make  them  beneficial 
to  the  public,  if  they  considered  the  precept  which 
I  have  been  thus  long  inculcating.  They  might 
easily,  by  well  examining  the  parts  of  those  under 
their  inspection,  make  a  just  distribution  of  them 
into  proper  classes  and  divisions,  and  allot  to  them 
this  or  that  particular  study,  as  their  genius  quali¬ 
fies  them  for  professions,  trades,  handicrafts,  or 
service,  by  sea  or  land. 

‘  How  is  this  kind  of  regulation  wanting  in  the 
three  great  professions  ! 

‘  Dr.  South,  complaining  of  persons  who  took 
upon  them  holy  orders,  though  altogether  unqua¬ 
lified  for  the  sacred  function,  says  somewhere,  that 
many  a  man  runs  his  head  against  a  pulpit,  who 
might  have  done  his  country  excellent  service  at  the 
plough-tail. 

‘  In  like  manner  many  a  lawyer,  who  makes  but 
an  indifferent  figure  at  the  bar,  might  have  made  a 
very  elegant  waterman,  and  have  shined  at  the  Tem¬ 
ple  stairs,  though  he  can  get  no  business  in  the  house. 

‘  I  have  known  a  corn-cutter,  who  with  a  right  edu¬ 
cation  would  have  been  an  excellent  physician. 

*  To  descend  lower,  are  not  our  streets  filled  with 
sagacious  draymen,  and  politicians  in  liveries  ?  We 
have  several  tailors  of  six  foot  high,  and  meet  with 
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many  abroad  pair  of  shoulders  that  are  thrown  away 
upon  a  barber,  when  perhaps  at  the  same  time  we 
see  a  pigmy  porter  reeling  under  a  burden,  who 
might  have  managed  a  needle  with  much  dexterity, 
or  have  snapped  his  fingers  with  great  ease  to  him¬ 
self,  and  advantage  to  the  public. 

‘  The  Spartans,  though  they  acted  with  the  spirit 
which  I  am  here  speaking  of,  carried  it  much  farther 
than  what  I  propose.  Among  them  it  was  not  lawful 
for  the  father  himself  to  bring  up  his  children  after 
his  own  fancy.  As  soon  as  they  were  seven  years 
old,  they  were  all  listed  in  several  companies,  and 
disciplined  by  the  public.  The  old  men  were  specta¬ 
tors  of  their  performances,  who  often  raised  quarrels 
among  them,  and  set  them  at  strife  with  one  an¬ 
other,  that  by  those  early  discoveries  they  might  see 
how  their  several  talents  lay,  and,  without  any  re¬ 
gard  to  their  quality,  disposed  of  them  accordingly, 
for  the  service  of  the  commonwealth.  By  this  means 
Sparta  soon  became  the  mistress  of  Greece,  and  fa¬ 
mous  through  the  whole  world  for  her  civil  and  mi¬ 
litary  discipline. 

‘  If  you  think  this  letter  deserves  a  place  among 
your  speculations,  I  may  perhaps  trouble  you  with 
some  other  thoughts  on  the  same  subject. 

X.  ‘  I  am,  &c.’ 


vot.  X. 


A  A 
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- Jam  proterva 

Fronte  petel  Lalage  maritum. 

Hor.  Od.  5.  lib.  ii.  vev.  15. 

- Lalage  will  soon  proclaim 

Her  love,  nor  blush  to  own  her  flame. 

Creech. 

c  JiR.  SPECTATOR, 

‘  I  give  you  this  trouble  in  order  to  propose 
myself  to  you  as  an  assistant  in  the  weighty  cares 
which  you  have  thought  fit  to  undergo  for  the  public 
good.  I  am  a  very  great  lover  of  women,  that  is  to 
say,  honestly  ;  and  as  it  is  natural  to  study  what  one 
likes,  I  have  industriously  applied  myself  to  under¬ 
stand  them.  The  present  circumstance  relating  to 
them  is,  that  I  think  there  wants  under  you,  as  Spec¬ 
tator,  a  person  to  be  distinguished  and  vested  in  the 
power  and  quality  of  a  censor  on  marriages.  I 
lodge  at  the  Temple,  and  know,  by  seeing  women 
come  hither,  and  afterwards  observing  them  con¬ 
ducted  by  their  counsel  to  judges’  chambers,  that 
there  is  a  custom  in  case  of  making  conveyance  of  a 
wife’s  estate,  that  she  is  carried  to  a  judge’s  apart¬ 
ment,  and  left  alone  with  him,  to  be  examined  in 
private,  whether  she  has  not  been  frightened  or 
sweetened  by  her  spouse  into  the  act  she  is  going  to 
do,  or  whether  it  is  of  her  own  free  will.  Now  if 
this  be  a  method  founded  upon  reason  and  equity, 
why  should  there  not  be  also  a  proper  officer  for  ex¬ 
amining  such  as  are  entering  into  the  state  of  matri- 
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mony,  whether  they  are  forced  by  parents  on  one 
side,  or  moved  by  interest  only  on  the  other,  to 
come  together,  and  bring  forth  such  awkward  heirs 
as  are  the  product  of  half  love,  and  constrained  com¬ 
pliances?  There  is  nobody,  though  I  say  it  myself, 
would  be  fitter  for  this  office,  than  I  am :  for  I  am 
an  ugly  fellow,  of  great  wit  and  sagacity.  My  father 
was  an  hale  country  ’squire,  my  mother  a  witty 
beauty  of  no  fortune.  The  match  was  made  by 
consent  of  my  mother’s  parents  against  her  own,  and 
I  am  the  child  of  the  rape  on  the  wedding  night ;  so 
that  I  am  as  healthy  and  as  homely  as  my  father,  but 
as  sprightly  and  agreeable  as  my  mother.  It  would 
be  of  great  ease  to  you,  if  you  would  use  me  under 
you,  that  matches  might  be  better  regulated  for  the 
future,  and  we  might  have  no  more  children  of  squab¬ 
bles.  I  shall  not  reveal  all  my  pretensions  until  I  re¬ 
ceive  your  answer  :  and  am, 


*  SIR, 

‘  Your  most  humble  servant, 


1  MULES  PALFREY.’ 


*  MR.  SPECTATOR, 

‘  I  am  one  of  those  unfortunate  men  within 
the  city- walls,  who  am  married  to  a  woman  of  qua¬ 
lity,  but  her  temper  is  something  different  from  that 
of  Lady  Anvil.  My  lady’s  whole  time  and  thoughts 
are  spent  in  keeping  up  to  the  mode  both  in  apparel 
and  furniture.  All  the  goods  in  my  house  have  been 
changed  three  times  in  seven  years.  I  have  had 
seven  children  by  her :  and  by  our  marriage-articles 
she  was  to  have  her  apartment  new  furnished  as 
often  as  she  lay-in.  Nothing  in  our  house  is  use¬ 
ful  but  that  which  is  fashionable;  my  pewter  holds 
out  generally  half  a  year,  my  plate  a  full  twelve- 
a  a  2 
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month ;  chairs  are  not  fit  to  sit  in  that  were  made 
two  years  since,  nor  beds  fit  for  any  thing  but  to 
sleep  in,  that  have  stood  up  above  that  time.  My 
dear  is  of  opinion  that  an  old-fashioned  grate  con¬ 
sumes  coals,  but  gives  no  heat.  If  she  drinks  out 
of  glasses  of  last  year  she  cannot  distinguish  wine 
from  small-beer.  Oh,  dear  sir,  you  may  guess  all 
the  rest. 

‘  Yours.’ 


‘  P.  S.  I  could  bear  even  all  this,  if  I  were  not 
obliged  also  to  eat  fashionably.  1  have  a  plain  sto¬ 
mach,  and  have  a  constant  loathing  of  whatever 
comes  to  my  own  table;  for  which  reason  I  dine  at 
the  chop-house  three  days  in  a  week;  where  the  good 
company  wonders  they  never  see  you  of  late.  I  am 
sure,  by  your  unprejudiced  discourses,  you  love 
broth  better  than  soup.’ 

‘  MR.  spectator,  ‘  Will’s,  Feb.  19. 

*  You  may  believe  you  are  a  person  as  much 
talked  of  as  any  man  in  town.  I  am  one  of  your 
best  friends  in  .this  house,  and  have  laid  a  wager, 
you  are  so  candid  a  man  and  so  honest  a  fellow, 
that  you  will  print  this  letter,  though  it  is  in  recom¬ 
mendation  of  a  new  paper  called  The  Historian.  I 
have  read  it  carefully,  and  find  it  written  with  skill, 
good  sense,  modesty,  and  fire.  You  must  allow  the 
town  is  kinder  to  you  than  you  deserve  ;  and  I  doubt 
not  but  you  have  so  much  sense  of 'the  world’s 
change  of  humour,  and  instability  of  all  human  things, 
as  to  understand,  that  the  only  way  to  preserve  fa¬ 
vour  is  to  communicate  it  to  others  with  good-nature 
and  judgment.  You  are  so  generally  read,  thatwhat 
you  speak  of  will  be  read.  This  with  men  of  sense 
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and  taste,  is  all  that  is  wanting  to  recommend  The 
Historian. 

‘  I  am  sir, 

‘  Your  daily  advocate, 

‘  reader  gentle.’ 


I  was  very  much  surprised  this  morning  that  any 
one  should  find  out  my  lodging,  and  know  it  so  well 
as  to  come  directly  to  my  closet  door,  and  knock  at 
it,  to  give  me  the  following  letter.  When  I  came  out 
I  opened  it,  and  saw,  by  a  very  strong  pair  of  shoes 
and  a  warm  coat  the  bearer  had  on,  that  he  walked 
all  the  way  td  bring  it  me,  though  dated  from  York. 
My  misfortune  is  that  I  cannot  talk,  and  I  found  the 
messenger  had  so  much  of  me,  that  he  could  think 
better  than  speak.  He  had,  I  observed,  a  polite 
discerning,  hid  under  a  shrewd  rusticity.  He  de¬ 
livered  the  paper  with  a  Yorkshire  tone  and  a  town 
leer. 


*  MR.  SPECTATO/R, 

‘  The  privilege  you  have  indulged  John  Trot 
has  proved  of  very  bad  consequence  to  our  illus¬ 
trious  assembly,  which,  besides  the  many  excellent 
maxims  it  is  founded  upon,  is  remarkable  for  the  ex¬ 
traordinary  decorum  always  observed  in  it.  One  in¬ 
stance  of  which  is,  that  the  carders  (who  are  always 
of  the  first  quality)  never  begin  to  play  until  the 
French  dances  are  finished,  and  the  country  dances 
begin;  but  John  Trot  having  now  got  your  commis¬ 
sion  in  his  pocket  (which  every  one  here  has  a  pro¬ 
found  respect  for)  has  the  assurance  to  sgt  up  for  a 
minuet-dancer.  Not  only  so,  but  he  has  brought 
down  upon  us  the  whole  body  of  the  Trots,  which 
are  very  numerous,  with  their  auxiliaries  the  hobblers 
and  the  skippers,  by  which  means  the  time  is  so  much 
a  a  3 
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wasted,  that,  unless  we  break  all  rules  of  govern¬ 
ment,  it  must  redound  to  the  utter  subversion  of  the 
brag  table,  the  discreet  members  of  which  value  time, 
as  Fribble’s  wife  does  her  pin-money.  We  are  pretty 
well  assured  that  your  indulgence  to  Trot  was  only 
in  relation  to  country  dances  ;  however,  we  have  de¬ 
ferred  issuing  an  order  of  council  upon  the  premises, 
hoping  to  get  you  to  join  with  us,  that  Trot,  nor  any 
of  his  clan,  presume  for  the  future  to  dance  any  but 
country  dances,  unless  a  hornpipe  upon  a  festival 
day.  If  you  will  do  this  you  will  oblige  a  great 
many  ladies,  and  particularly 

‘  Yourmost  humble  servant, 

‘  ELIZ.  SWEEPSTAKES.’ 

York,  Feb.  16. 


*  I  never  meant  any  other  than  that  Mr. 
Trot  should  confine  himself  to  country  dances.  And 
I  further  direct,  that  he  shall  take  out  none  but  his 
own  relations  according  to  their  nearness  of  blood, 
but  any  gentlewoman  may  take  out  him. 

‘  THE  SPECTATOR.’ 

London,  Feb  21. 

T. 
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D>,  quibus  imperium  est  Animarum ,  Umbrceque  silentes, 
Et  Chaos ,  et  Phlegethon,  loca  node  silentia  late  : 

Sit  mihi/as  audita  loqui !  sit  numine  vestro 
Pandcre  res  altd  tend  et  caligine  mersas. 

Virg.  iEn.  vi.  ver.  264. 

Ye  realms,  yet  unreveal'd  to  human  sight, 

Ye  gods,  who  rule  the  regions  of  the  night, 

Ye  gliding  ghosts,  permit  me  to  relate 
The  mystic  wonders  of  your  silent  state. 

Drv  den. 

I  have  before  observed  in  general,  that  the  persons 
whom  Milton  introduces  into  his  poem  always  dis¬ 
cover  such  sentiments  and  behaviour  as  are  in  a  pe¬ 
culiar  manner  conformable  to  their  respective  charac¬ 
ters.  Every  circumstance  in  their  speeches  and  ac¬ 
tions  is  with  great  justice  and  delicacy  adapted  to 
the  persons  who  speak  and  act.  As  the  poet  very 
much  excels  in  this  consistency  of  his  characters,  I 
shall  beg  leave  to  consider  several  passages  of  the 
second  book  in  this  light.  That  superior  greatness 
and  mock-majesty  which  is  ascribed  to  the  prince  of 
the  fallen  angels,  is  admirably  preserved  in  the  begin¬ 
ning  of  this  book.  His  opening  and  closing  the  de¬ 
bate  ;  his  taking  on  himself  that  great  enterprise,  at 
the  thought  of  which  the  whole  infernal  assembly 
trembled;  his  encountering  the  hideous  phantom  who 
guarded  the  gates  of  hell,  and  appeared  to  him  in 
all  his  terrors ;  are  instances  of  that  proud  and  daring 
mind  which  could  not  brook  submission,  even  to 
Omnipotence ! 

'  Satan  was  now  at  hand,  and  from  his  seat 
tThe  monster  moving  onward  came  as  fast 
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With  horrid  strides,  hell  trembled  as  he  strode 
Th’  undaunted  fiend  what  this  might  be  admir’d, 
Admir’d,  not  fear’d - 

The  same  boldness  and  intrepidity  of  behaviour 
discovers  itself  in  the  several  adventures  which  he 
meets  with,  during  his  passage  through  the  regions 
of  unformed  matter,  and  particularly  in  his  address 
to  those  tremendous  powers  who  are  described  as 
presiding  over  it. 

The  part  of  Moloch  is  likewise,  in  all  its  circum¬ 
stances,  full  of  that  fire  and  fury  which  distinguish 
this  spirit  from  the  rest  of  the  fallen  angels.  He  is 
described  in  the  first  book  as  besmeared  with  the 
blood  of  human  sacrifices,  and  delighted  with  the 
tears  of  parents,  and  the  cries  of  children.  In  the 
second  book  he  is  marked  out  as  the  fiercest  spirit 
that  fought  in  heaven  ;  and  if  we  consider  the 
figure  which  he  makes  in  the  sixth  book,  where  the 
battle  of  the  angels  is  described,  we  find  it  every 
way  answerable  to  the  same  furious,  enraged  cha¬ 
racter  : 

- Where  the  might  of  Gabriel  fought, 

And  with  fierce  ensigns  pierc’d  the  deep  array 
Of  Moloch,  furious  king,  who  him  defy’d. 

And  at  his  chariot-wheels  to  drag  him  bound 
Threaten’d,  nor  from  the  Holy  One  of  heav’n 
Refrain’d  his  tongue  blasphemous  :  but  anon 
Down  cloven  to  the  waist,  with  shatter’d  arms 
And  uncouth  pain  fled  bellowing. 

It  may  be  worth  while  to  observe,  that  Milton 
has  represented  this  violent  impetuous  spirit,  who  is 
hurried  on  by  such  precipitate  passions,  as  the  first 
that  rises  in  that  assembly  to  give  his  opinion  upon 
their  present  posture  of  affairs.  Accordingly  he  de¬ 
clares  himself  abruptly  for  war,  and  appears  incensed 
at  his  companions  for  losing  so  much  time  as  even  to 
deliberate  upon  it.  All  his  sentiments  are  rash,  au- 


SPECTATOR. 


N° 309. 


273 


dacious,  and  desperate.  Such  as  that  of  arming 
themselves  with  their  tortures,  and  turning  their 
punishments  upon  him  who  inflicted  them. 


— - No,  let  ns  rather  choose. 

Arm’d  with  hell  flames  and  fury,  all  at  once 
O’er  heaven’s  high  tow’is  to  force  resistless  way, 
Turning  our  tortures  into  horrid  arms 
Against  the  tort’rer ;  when  to  meet  the  noise 
Of  his  almighty  engine  he  shall  hear 
Infernal  thunder,  and  for  lightning  see 
Black  fire  and  horror  shot  with  equal  rage 
Among  his  angels ;  and  his  throne  itself 
Mix’d  with  Tartarian  sulphur,  and  strange  fire, 
His  own  invented  torments. - 


His  preferring  annihilation  to  shame  or  misery  is 
also  highly  suitable  to  his  character ;  as  the  comfort 
he  draws  from  their  disturbing  the  peace  of  heaven, 
that  if  it  be  not  victory  it  is  revenge,  is  a  sentiment 
truly  diabolical,  and  becoming  the  bitterness  of  this 
implacable  spirit. 

Belial  is  described  in  the  first  book  as  the  idol  of 
the  lewd  and  luxurious.  He  is  in  the  second  book, 
pursuant  to  that  description, characterised  as  timorous 
and  slothful ;  and  if  we  look  into  the  sixth  book,  we 
find  him  celebrated  in  the  battle  of  angels  for  nothing 
but  that  scoffing  speech  which  he  makes  to  Satan,  on 
their  supposed  advantage  over  the  enemy.  As  his 
appearance  is  uniform,  and  of  a  piece,  in  these  three 
several  views,  we  find  his  sentiments  in  the  infernal 
assembly  every  way  conformable  to  his  character. 
Such  are  his  apprehensions  of  a  second  battle,  his 
horrors  of  annihilation,  his  preferring  to  be  misera¬ 
ble,  rather  than  ‘  not  to  be.’  I  need  not  observe, 
that  the  contrast  of  thought  in  this  speech,  and  that 
which  precedes  it,  gives  an  agreeable  variety  to  the 
debate. 

Mammon’s  character  is  so  fully  drawn  in  the  first 
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book,  that  the  poet  adds  nothing  to  it  in  the  second.* 
We  were  before  told,  that  he  was  the  first  who  taught 
mankind  to  ransack  the  earth  for  gold  and  silver,  and 
that  he  was  the  architect  of  Pandsemonium,  or  the 
infernal  palace,  where  the  evil  spirits  were  to  meet 
in  council.  His  speech  in  this  book  is  every  way 
suitable  to  so  d  epraved  a  character.  How  proper 
is  that  reflection  of  their  being  unable  to  taste  the 
happiness  of  heaven,  were  they  actually  there,  in  the 
mouth  of  one,  who,  while  he  was  in  heaven,  is  said 
to  have  ha4  his  mind  dazzled  with  the  outward  pomps 
and  glories  of  the  place,  and  to  have  been  more  in¬ 
tent  on  the  riches  of  the  pavement  than  on  the 
beatific  vision.  I  shall  also  leave  the  reader  to  judge 
how  agreeable  the  following  sentiments  are  to  the 
same  character : 


- This  deep  world 

Of  darkness  do  we  dread?  How  oft  amidst 
Thick  clouds  and  dark  doth  heav’n’s  all-ruling  sire 
Choose  to  reside,  his  glory  unobscur’d, 

And  with  the  majesty  of  darkness  round 
Covers  his  throne;  from  whence  deep  thunders  roar, 
Mustering  their  rage,  and  heaven  resembles  hell! 

As  he  our  darkness,  cannot  we  his  light 
Imitate  when  we  please  ?  This  desert  soil 
Wants  not  her  hidden  lustre,  gems  and  gold  ; 

Nor  want  we  skill  or  art,  from  whence  to  raise 
Magnificence ;  and  what  can  heav’n  shew  more? 

Beelzebub,  who  is  reckoned  the  second  in  dignity 
that  fell,  and  is,  in  the  first  book,  the  second  that 
awakens  out  of  the  trance,  and  confers  with  Satan 
upon  the  situation  of  their  affairs,  maintains  his  rank 
in  the  book  now  before  us.  There  is  a  wonderful 
majesty  described  in  his  rising  up  to  speak.  He  acts 
as  a  kind  of  moderator  between  the  two  opposite 
parties,  and  proposes  a  third  undertaking,  which  the 
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whole  assembly  gives  into.  The  motion  he  makes 
of  detaching  one  of  their  body  in  search  of  a  new 
world  is  grounded  upon  a  project  devised  by  Satan, 
and  cursorily  proposed  by  him  in  the  following  lines 
of  the  first  book  : 


Space  may  produce  new  worlds,  whereof  so  rife 
There  went  a  fame  in  heav’n,  that  lie  ere  long 
Intended  to  create,  and  therein  plant 
A  generation,  whom  his  choice  regard 
Should  favour  equal  to  the  sons  of  htav’n  ; 
Thither,  if  but  to  pry,  shall  be  perhaps 
Our  first  eruption,  thither  or  elsewhere : 

For  this  infernal  pit  shall  never  hold 
Celestial  spirits  in  bondage,  nor  th’  abyss 
Long  under  darkness  cover.  But  these  thoughts 
Full  counsel  must  mature : - 


It  is  on  this  project  that  Beelzebub  grounds  his 
proposal : 

- What  if  we  find 

Some  easier  enterprise  ?  There  is  a  place 
( If  ancient  and  prophetic  fame  in  heav’n 
Err  not)  another  world,  the  happy  seat 
Of  some  new  race  call’d  man,  about  this  time 
To  be  created  like  to  us,  though  less 
In  povv’r  and  excellence,  but  favour’d  more 
Of  him  who  rules  above  ;  so  was  his  will 
Pronounc’d  among  the  gods,  and  by  an  oath, 

That  shook  heav’n’s  whole  circumference,  confirm’d. 

The  reader  may  observe  how  just  it  was,  not  to 
omit  in  the  first  book  the  project  upon  which  the 
whole  poem  turns ;  as  also  that  the  prince  of  the  fallen 
angels  was  the  only  proper  person  to  give  it  birth, 
and  that  the  next  to  him  in  dignity  was  the  fittest  to 
second  and  support  it. 

There  is  besides,  I  think,  something  wonderfully 
beautiful,  and  very  apt  to  affect  the  reader’s  imagina- 
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tion,  in  this  ancient  prophecy  or  report  in  heaven, 
concerning;  the  creation  of  man.  Nothing  could  shew 
more  the  dignity  of  the  species,  than  this  tradition 
which  ran  of  them  before  their  existence.  They  are 
represented  to  have  been  the  talk  of  heaven  before 
they  were  created.  Virgil,  in  compliment  to  the  Ro¬ 
man  commonwealth,  makes  the  heroes  of  it  appear 
in  their  state  of  pre-existence ;  but  Milton  does  a 
far  greater  honour  to  mankind  in  general,  as  he 
gives  us  a  glimpse  of  them  even  before  they  are  in 
being. 

The  rising  of  this  great  assembly  is  described  in 
a  very  sublime  and  poetical  manner  : 


Their  rising  all  at  once  was  as  the  sound 
Of  thunder  heard  remote - ■ 


The  diversions  of  the  fallen  angels,  with  the  par¬ 
ticular  account  of  their  place  of  habitation,  are  de¬ 
scribed  with  great  pregnancy  of  thought,  and  co¬ 
piousness  of  invention.  The  diversions  are  every 
way  suitable  to  beings  who  had  nothing  left  them 
but  strength  and  knowledge  misapplied.  Such  are 
their  contentions  at  the  race,  and  in  feats  of  arms, 
with  their  entertainment  in  the  following  lines  : 

Others  with  vast  Typhaeau  rage  more  fell 
Rend  up  both  rocks  and  hills, and  ride  the  air 
In  whirlwind  ;  hell  scarce  holds  the  wild  uproar. 

Their  music  is  employed  in  celebrating  their  own 
criminal  exploits,  and  their  discourse  in  sounding  the 
unfathomable  depths  of  fate,  free-will,  and  fore¬ 
knowledge. 

The  several  circumstances  in  the  description  of 
hell  are  finely  imagined  ;  as  the  four  rivers  which 
djfgorge  themselves  into  the  sea  of  fire,  the  ex- 
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tremes  of  cold  and  heat,  and  the  river  of  oblivion. 
The  monstrous  animals  produced  in  that  infernal 
world  are  represented  by  a  single  line,  which  gives 
us  a  more  horrid  idea  of  them,  than  a  much  longer 
description  would  have  done  : 

- Nature  breeds, 

Perverse,  all  monstrous,  all  prodigious  things, 
Abominable,  inutterable,  and  worse 
Than  fables  yet  have  feign’d,  or  fear  conceiv’d, 
Gorgons  and  hydras,  and  chimeras  dire. 

This  episode  of  the  fallen  spirits,  and  their  place 
of  habitation,  comes  in  very  happily  to  unbend  the 
mind  of  the  reader  from  its  attention  to  the  debate. 
An  ordinary  poet  would  indeed  have  spun  out  so 
many  circumstances  to  a  great  length,  and  by  that 
means  have  weakened,  instead  of  illustrated,  the 
principal  fable. 

The  flight  of  Satan  to  the  gates  of  hell  is  finely 
imaged. 

I  have  already  declared  my  opinion  of  the  alle¬ 
gory  concerning  Sin  and  Death,  which  is  however  a 
very  finished  piece  in  its  kind,  when  it  is  not  con¬ 
sidered  as  a  part  of  an  epic  poem.  The  genealogy 
of  the  several  persons  is  contrived  with  great  deli¬ 
cacy.  Sin  is  the  daughter  of  Satan,  and  Death  the 
offspring  of  Sin.  The  incestuous  mixture  between 
Sin  and  Death  produces  those  monsters  and  hell¬ 
hounds  which  from  time  to  time  enter  into  their 
mother,  and  tear  the  bowels  of  her  who  gave  them 
birth. 

These  are  the  terrors  of  an  evil  conscience,  and 
the  proper  fruits  of  Sin,  which  naturally  rise  from 
the  apprehensions  of  Death.  This  last  beautiful 
moral  is,  I  think,  clearly  intimated  in  the  speech  of 
Sin,  where,  complaining  of  this  her  dreadful  issue, 
she  adds, 
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Before  mine  eyes  in  opposition  sits 

Grim  Death,  my  son  and  foe,  who  sets  them  on, 

And  me  his  parent  would  full  soon  devour 
For  want  of  other  prey,  but  that  he  knows 
His  end  with  mine  involv’d - 

I  heed  not  mention  to  the  reader  the  beautiful 
circumstance  in  the  last  part  of  this  quotation.  He 
will  likewise  observe  how  naturally  the  three  persons 
concerned  in  this  allegory  are  tempted  by  one  com¬ 
mon  interest  to  enter  into  a  confederacy  together, 
and  how  properly  Sin  is  made  the  portress  of  hell, 
and  the  only  being  that  can  open  the  gates  to  that 
world  of  tortures. 

The  descriptive  part  of  this  allegory  is  [likewise 
very  strong,  and  full  of  sublime  ideas.  The  figure 
of  Death,  the  regal  crown  upon  his  head,  his  menace 
of  Satan,  his  advancing  to  the  combat,  the  outcry 
at  his  birth,  are  circumstances  too  noble  to  be  past 
over  in  silence,  and  extremely  suitable  to  this  king 
of  terrors.  I  need  not  mention  the  justness  of  thought 
which  is  observed  in  the  generation  of  these  several 
symbolical  persons ;  that  Sin  was  produced  upon  the 
first  revolt  of  Satan,  that  Death  appeared  soon  after 
he  was  cast  into  hell,  and  that  the  terrors  of  con¬ 
science  were  conceived  at  the  gate  of  this  place 
of  torments.  The  description  of  the  gates  is  very 
poetical,  as  the  opening  of  them  is  full  of  Milton’s 
spirit : 

- On  a  sudden  open  fly 

With  impetuous  recoil  and  jarring  sound 
Tlf  infernal  doors,  and  on  their  hinges  grate 
Harsh  thunder,  that  the  lowest  bottom  shook 
Of  Erebus.  She  open’d,  but  to  shut 
Excell’d  her  pow’r  ;  the  gates  wide  open  stood. 
That  with  extended  wings  a  banner’d  host 
Under  spread  ensigns  marching  might  pass  through 
With  horse  and  chariots  rank’d  in  loose  array ; 
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So  wide  they  stood,  and  like  a  furnace  mouth 

Cast  forth  redounding  smoke  and  ruddy  flame. 

In  Satan’s  voyage  through  the  chaos  there  are 
several  imaginary  persons  described,  as  residing  in 
that  immense  waste  of  matter.  This  may  perhaps 
be  conformable  to  the  taste  of  those  critics  who  are 
pleased  with  nothing  in  a  poet  which  has  not  life  and 
manners  ascribed  to  it ;  but  for  my  own  part,  I  am 
pleased  most  with  those  passages  in  this  description 
which  carry  in  them  a  greater  measure  of  probability, 
and  are  such  as  might  possibly  have  happened.  Of 
this  kind  is  his  first  mounting  in  the  smoke  that  rises 
from  the  infernal  pit,  his  falling  into  a  cloud  of  nitre, 
and  the  like  combustible  materials,  that  by  their  ex¬ 
plosion  still  hurried  him  forward  in  his  voyage :  his 
springing  upward  like  a  pyramid  of  fire,  with  his 
laborious  passage  through  that  confusion  of  elements 
which  the  poet  calls 

The  womb  of  nature,  and  perhaps  her  grave. 

The  glimmering  light  which  shot  into  the  chaos 
from  the  utmost  verge  of  the  creation,  with  the  dis¬ 
tant  discovery  of  the  earth  that  hung  close  by  the 
moon,  are  wonderfully  beautiful  and  poetical. 
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N°  310.  MONDAY,  FEBRUARY  25,  1711-12. 


Connubio  jwigam  stabili - 

Vir.  TEn.  i.  77. 

I’ll  tie  the  indissoluble  marriage-knot. 

‘  jMR.  spectator, 

‘  I  a  m  a  certain  young  woman  that  love  a 
certain  young  man  very  heartily ;  and  my  father  and 
mother  were  for  it  a  great  while,  but  now  they  say 
I  can  do  better,  but  I  think  I  cannot.  They  bid  me 
not  love  him,  and  I  cannot  unlove  him.  What  must 
I  do?  Speak  quickly. 

4  BIDDY  DOW-BAKE.j 

‘  dear  SPEC,  1  February  19, 1712. 

‘  I  have  loved  a  lady  entirely  for  this  year 
and  half,  though  for  a  great  part  of  the  time  (which 
has  contributed  not  a  little  to  my  pain)  I  have  been 
debarred  the  liberty  of  conversing  with  her.  The 
grounds  of  our  difference  was  this  ;  that  when  we 
had  inquired  into  each  other’s  circumstances,  we 
found  that  at  our  first  setting  out  into  the  world, 
we  should  owe  five  hundred  pounds  more  than  her 
fortune  would  pay  off.  My  estate  is  seven  hun¬ 
dred  pounds  a-year,  besides  the  benefit  of  tin  mines. 
Now,  dear  Spec,  upon  this  state  of  the  case,  and 
the  lady’s  positive  declaration  that  there  is  still  no 
other  objection,  I  beg  you  will  not  fail  to  insert  this, 
with  your  opinion,  as  soon  as  possible,  whether  this 
ought  to  be  esteemed  a  just  cause  or  impediment 
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why  we  should  not  be  joined,  and  you  will  for  ever 
oblige 


‘  Yours  sincerely, 

‘  DICK  LOVESICK.’ 


POSTSCRIPT. 

*  Sir,  if  I  marry  this  lady  by  the  assistance  of  your 
opinion,  you  may  expect  a  favour  for  it.’ 


‘  MR.  SPECTATOR, 

‘  I  have  the  misfortune  to  be  one  of  those 
unhappy  men  who  are  distinguished  by  the  name 
of  discarded  lovers ;  but  I  am  the  less  mortified  at 
my  disgrace,  because  the  young  lady  is  one  of  those 
creatures  who  set  up  for  negligence  of  men,  are 
forsooth  the  most  rigidly  virtuous  in  the  world,  and 
yet  their  nicety  will  permit  them  at  the  command  of 
parents  to  go  to  bed  to  the  most  utter  stranger  that 
can  be- proposed  to  them.  As  to  me  myself,  I  was 
introduced  by  the  father  of  my  mistress  ;  but  find  I 
owe  my  being  at  first  received  to  a  comparison  of 
my  estate  with  that  of  a  former  lover,  and  that  I  am 
now  in  like  manner  turned  off  to  give  way  to  an 
humble  servant  still  richer  than  I  am.  What  makes 
this  treatment  the  more  extravagant  is,  that  the 
young  lady  is  in  the  management  of  this  way  of  fraud, 
and  obeys  her  father’s  orders  on  these  occasions 
without  any  manner  of  reluctance,  but  does  it  with 
the  same  air  that  one  of  your  men  of  the  would  would 
signify  the  necessity  of  affairs  for  turning  another  out 
of  office.  When  I  came  home  last  night,  I  found  this 
letter  from  mv  mistress : 
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“  SIR, 

“  I  hope  you  will  not  think  it  is  any  man¬ 
ner  of  disrespect  to  your  person  or  merit,  that  the 
intended  unptials  between  us  are  interrupted.  My 
father  says  he  has  a  much  better  offer  for  me  than 
you  can  make,  and  has  ordered  me  to  break  off  the 
treaty  between  us.  If  it  had  proceeded,  I  should 
have  behaved  myself  with  all  suitable  regard  to 
you,  but  as  it  is,  I  beg  we  may  be  strangers  for  the 
future.  Adieu. 

“  LYDIA.” 

‘  This  great  indifference  on  this  subject,  and  the 
mercenary  motives  for  making  alliances,  is  what 
I  think  lies  naturally  before  you,  and  I  beg  of  you 
to  give  me  your  thoughts  upon  it.  My  answer  to 
Lydia  was  as  follows,  which  I  hope  you  will  ap¬ 
prove  ;  for  you  are  to  know  the  woman’s  family 
affect  a  wonderful  ease  on  these  occasions,  though 
they  expect  it  should  be  painfully  received  on  the 
man’s  side.” 

“  MADAM, 

“  I  have  received  yours,  and  knew  the 
prudence  of  your  house  so  well,  that  I  always  took 
care  to  be  ready  to  obey  your  commands,  though 
they  should  be  to  see  you  no  more.  Pray  give  my 
service  to  all  the  good  family.  .Adieu. 

“  CLITOPHON.” 


“  The  opera  subscription  is  full.” 

\ 

MEMORANDUM. 

The  censor  of  marriage  to  consider  this  letter, 
and  report  the  common  usages,  on  such  treaties, 
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with  how  many  pounds  or  acres  are  generally  es¬ 
teemed  sufficient  reason  for  preferring  a  new  to  an 
old  pretender ;  with  his  opinion  what  is  proper  to 
be  determined  in  such  cases  for  the  future.  See 
No.  308,  let.  1. 


4  MR.  SPECTATOR, 

‘  There  is  an  elderly  person  lately  left  off 
business  and  settled  in  our  town,  in  order,  as  he 
thinks,  to  retire  from  the  world  ;  but  he  has  brought 
with  him  such  an  inclination  to  tale-bearing,  that  he 
disturbs  both  himself  and  all  our  neighbourhood. 
Notwithstanding  this  frailty  the  honest  gentleman 
is  so  happy  as  to  have  no  enemy  :  at  the  same  time 
he  has  not  one  friend  who  will  venture  to  acquaint 
him  with  his  weakness.  It  is  not  to  be  doubted, 
but  if  this  failing  were  set  in  a  proper  light,  he  would 
quickly  perceive  the  indecency  and  evil  consequences 
of  it.  Now,  Sir,  this  being  an  infirmity  which  I  hope 
may  be  corrected,  and  knowing  that  he  pays  much 
deference  to  you,  I  beg  that  when  you  are  at  leisure 
to  give  us  a  speculation  on  gossiping,  you  would 
think  of  my  neighbour.  You  will  hereby  oblige  se¬ 
veral  who  will  be  glad  to  find  a  reformation  in  their 
grey-haired  friend  :  and  how  becoming  will  it  be 
for  him,  instead  of  pouring  forth  words  at  all  adven¬ 
tures,  to  set  a  watch  before  the  door  of  his  mouth, 
to  refrain  his  tongue,  to  check  its  impetuosity,  and 
guard  against  the  sallies  of  that  little  pert,  forward, 
busy  person ;  which,  under  a  sober  conduct,  might 
prove  a  useful  member  of  society  !  In  compliance 
with  those  intimations,  I  have  taken  the  liberty  to 
make,  this  address  to  you. 

4  I  am,  sir, 

4  Your  most  obscure  servant, 

4  philanxhropos.’ 
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‘  MR.  SPECTATOR, 

*  This  is  to  petition  you  in  behalf  of  myself 
and  many  more  of  your  gentle  readers,  that  at  any 
time  when  you  may  have  private  reasons  against 
letting  us  know  what  you  think  yourself,  you  would 
be  pleased  to  pardon  us  such  letters  of  your  cor¬ 
respondents  as  seem  to  be  of  no  use  but  to  the 
printer. 

‘  It  is  further  our  humble  request,  that  you  would 
substitute  advertisements  in  the  place  of  such  epis¬ 
tles  ;  and  that  in  order  hereunto  Mr.  Buckley  may 
be  authorised  to  take  up  of  your  zealous  friend  Mr. 
Charles  Lillie,  any  quantity  of  words  he  shall  from 
time  to  time  have  occasion  for. 

‘  The  many  useful  parts  of  knowledge  which 
may  be  communicated  to  the  public  this  way,  will, 
we  hope,  be  a  consideration  in  favour  of  your  peti¬ 
tioners. 

‘  And  your  petitioners,  &c.’ 

Note.  That  particular  regard  be  had  to  this  peti¬ 
tion  ;  and  the  papers  marked  letter  R  may  be  care¬ 
fully  examined  for  the  future.  T. 
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